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Au primus, Scena prima. 


Enter at 6e dyors Beraldo, Carolo, Fontinell, Aﬀolfo, with 
Seruingmen, or Pages attending on them; at ' another 
doore emer Lodouico, meeting the. 


= Ood day;Gallants. 

W Oe Good morrow,{weect 
Lodouice. 
Lode. How Uoeſt thou Carole. 
Coyote. Faith,as Phylicions doc 


2 az 19 aPla e dar ah 
nd am well phy fat | gue,ſe 


= Fontinef. "Here's: + WERE mornin 
'Led.'Oh, ,7 morning to tempt fove any 7 eo Nagle Ganined, | 
ah 1s but to giue Dary Winches 85 Fa as 
theyare ving amilking; what Lott firriv yet? 
* Afolfo. Yes, tie wWilfncrbe hot his | 
_ My Lady {ao he ſhall, for he x 35 to hee 
at Court 
Carelo.: Oh ; weeThatl rideGyiech and, ſhurrs, ould we 
weretheionce, gy 
, "3 Enter 


Lod. How now, is ready? 
414 oa YL: Rint 
'Brjan, Noo 


crees la mee, my Lady will hane ſome little 


Tyng in her pelly firſt, 


Care. Oh, then they'le to breakefalt. 

Led. Footman, dots my Lord ride y'th Coach withmy 
Lady, or on horſebacke? . | 

* By. \No foot la, my Lady will have me Lord ſheet wid 

my Lord will ſheer in de one fide, and my Lady. ſheet 

in deroder (ide. | Exeunt, 

Lod. My Lady ſheet inde todet fide: did you euer here a 

Raſcal talke ſo like a/Pagan ? Is't not ſtrange that a fellow 

"of his ſtarre, ſhonld*bee ſecne here fo long in Italy, yer 
ſpeake ſo from a Chriſtian? | 


Enter Anthonio, Gcorgio, « peore Scholler. 
2Aſtol, An Iriſhman in Italy! that ſo ſtrange! why, the na 
t:zon haye running heads. | Exchange walke. 
Lod. Nay Carols, this is more. ſtrange, 1 ha bin in Fraxce, 
rhcres few of them ; Mary, England they count a warme 
chimny corner, and there they Apa like Cricketsto the 
mthape of a Brew-houſe ; but Sir, in Exgland I haue noted 
one thing, (619 16 Heb. © ; 
Omnes, What's that, what's that of England? 
Led. Mary this Sir, what's he ers 
Bert. A poore fellow would ſpeake with my Lord. 
Led. In England, Sir, troth I cuer laugh %2 um Ithinke 
on't:to {ce a whole Nation ſhould be mark'ri'th forghead, 
as a than may ſay, with one Iron ; why Sir, there all Coſter- 
mongers are Iriſ faves pe 1, | 
Care. Oh,that's to ſhow their Antiquity, as comming 
nr Exe, whowas an Apple-wife, and they take after. the 
OTNCETs f ' 
Omnes ho Good, good, ha, ha. | | 
ould all your Chimny-ſweepers like- 


Lod: Why then, 
Gees thatnow,come, your wit- 


wiſe be Irjſhmen? 


% 


Carols: 


Care. Faith, that's ſoone anſwered; for S. Petrieke you 
know keepes de red ,. hee makes the fire ; and his 
Country-men.could doe nothing, if they cannot ſweepe the 
- Chimmes. | nb Hake gras os 

Genes, Good agen»; _ ths FA" 

Led. Then,Sir, haue you many of them (like this fellow) 
(cſpecially thoſe of his haite)Footmen'to Noblcmenand o- 
thers, and theKnanes are yery faithfull where they loue, by 
my faith very proper'men_mavy of theta, and as ative as 
the cloudes, whirre, hal. * © + ' 

Omnes. Arcthey ſo? I EAT ot; © | 

Led. And ſton lexceeding ſtout; Why,.I warrant, this 
precious wild-Villaine, if hee were. put to't, would fight 
more deſperately then ſixtcene Dunkerkes. 

Aſte, The women they fay are very faire, 

L:d. No,no, our Country Bona Robacs,oht are the ſu- 
oreſt delicious Rogaes.. | 

Aſto. Oh, looke,he has a feeling of them. 

Lod. Not T, I proteſt, there's a 1aying when they com- 
mend Nations: It goes, the Iriſhman for his hand, Welſh- 
972 rig aleg, the Engliſhman for a face, the Dutchman for 

F-22 

Fron. 1 faith, they may make ſwabbersof them, 


Led. The Spaniard,letme ſee;for alicrle foor(I rake it Fhe | 


Frenchman, what a pox hath he?and ſoof the reſt. 
Are they at breakfaſt yet? come walke. 
Af. This Ledowico, 1s a notable tounged fellow. 
Fron. Diſcourſes well. 


tr 


Berc. And a yery honeſt Gentleman. 


Afﬀeo, Ohthee's well valued by my Lord. 


_ Enter Bcllafront wh @ Petition. 
Freon. How now, how now, what's the 2 
Bert. Let's make towards her... 
Bella. Will it be long, fir,ere my Lord come forth?. 
AR. Would you pee with my Lord 2 - 


Led. How now, W 
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t'sthis, a Narſes Bill? hath any here 
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oecehice with cdjdnitiin wittior Keepe it? 

_ Bela, No fir, my bufineſleisvato-my Lord. 

Led. Hec'sabort his owne wife-now, heee hardly dif. 
patch two cauſcs ina morning. 

Atts. No matter what he fates, faire Lady, hee” $2Kiighr, 
theres no hold to be takeh at his words. 

Fre, Niy Lord Wax this way preſently, 

Bert. A pretty plumpe.Ro : 

Hft. A good lutty "oak APY Mis | 

Bere. Doe you knony her ? 

Led, A pox on her, I was ſure her name was in my Table. 
booke once, I knownot of what cut her dyeisnow;but ſhe 
has'brene more commonthen Tobacco; this is ſhe that had 
the name of the Honeft Whore. F011 

Omnes. Is this ſhe? 

Zo. This is the Blackamore that-by Miſting was turned 
white: this isthe Birding Peece new foowred: this is thee 
that (if any of her: religion em betaved) was {ancd by my 
'Lary Hipoldo, | 

. Afto. $he has becne'a gooflly creature. 

* Led.'She has bintthar's the Epitaph of all Whores, I'm 
well acquainted with the popre Gentleman. FR Husband, 
Lordiivhar fortunes that aSoterrcathetl ?Sheknowes 
net me, yet Iiraurebeeve 1 ahh pany;Ifearceiknow her, 
for the beauty of her cherke bb; | (Ukethe Moone) ſuffred 
ſtrange Ecliples ſince Ibeheld ir-but Woren ate! Hke- -Mcd- 
lars (no ſoonerTipetbrurtotren,) | | © of | 
A woman laſt was made, bur is {| ace ef! ON ge 
Yet man is oft proued; mperformance wor.” : Ef V0 

Omnes, My Lord1scome. 

Enter Hy polito, Infziiche,end two waiting women. | 
Hip. We ha  aſtelF hath Tao tireorning: mnorrow, Lodowice. 

Led. Morrow Madam: 

Hiz, Let sawa iP Horſe, .'/ 

Ones. 1,"lth Horſe,roHorfe. 

Bela. 1. dox foes your Lordfhip, let your eye read 
&'c this wretched Papers | 

Hp. 


| mans in haſt, pray the good worm apa tines: 1 
fe Good OI1NAN GOE.” | 

Fel. Oh [as ft does concern a poore mans life, | 

Hip. Lifc1 tweet heart2Seat your {elfe, Ie but read this | 
and COMCes | 

Log. What ſtockings hane you put on this morning;Ma- 
dam? if they be not ycllow, change them; Fn paſſer 1s | 
Letter from ſoine Wench to your Hu | 

lnfs Oh is, that cannot. make me 1ealouss Exeun. | 

Hy. Your 'bulines,fir,co, me, - \- | 
Ant.” Yes my good Lords .... 
Hip, Preſently fir ; ate you Mathevs wife. 
Bela. That molt enfortunate WOmaty 
Hip.1'm ſorry theſe ſtormes are fall& on hior,! lone Alathes. 
and any 3.0% | ſhall doe him, hee and I.' 
Haue ſcaled two bonds of friendſhip, Weflicitdes trons 
In me, how euer Fortune does him wro 
He 1 peakes here hee's condemned, Is Li 

Bel. Tootrue. 

Hwp. What wishe whom he killed? Oh, his name's thves 
old lacomo, {onne to the Florentine [acome, z dog, tharro 
meet profit, would to the yery eyelids wade inblood of his 
owne children. Tell Matbeo, the Duke my father hardly 
ſhall deny his ſigned pardon, 'twas faire fight, yes if Cn 
tongue goe true, ſo writes he here, 

To morrow morning I returne, from Court; 
Pray be you here then. le haue done (ir ftraight : 
Bur in troth ſay, are you Matheos wie 3 ? 
You haue forgot ne. | | 
Bel. No,my Lotd. & 
Hip. Your Turner, 
That made you ſmooth to. run. anenegbyas, 
You know Lloued you when your yery-foule 
Was full (o diſcard: art nota good wench till ? 
Bel.\mpb,whel hadloſk: my my herpes ſhewedit; 
I was new b BoB hat day< ... Emery O. | 
Led. $'footmy es Lady avkes if you have nor teft 
your 
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- veur Wench yet? When you get in once, you. neuer hate 
done : come,come, come, pay ,your old ſcore, and ſend her 
packing,come. | | 
Hep. Ridefoftly on before, Ile oretake you. 
Led. Your|Lady fweares ſhe'll hauc no riding on before, 
without ye. | 
Hip. Prethee good Lodewire, 
Lod. My Lord pray haſten. 
Hy. I come: to morrow let me ſce you, fare you well: 
commend meto Matheo: pray'one word more : Does not 
your father line about the Court? 
Bel, Ithinke he does, but ſuch rude ſpots of ſhame 
- Stick on my checke, that he ſcarce knowes my name. 
_ Hip. Orlando Friſcabalds, Is't nor ? 
Bel. Yes my Lord. | 
Hy. W hat:does he for you? _ 
Bel. All he ſhould: when Children 


From duty ſtart, Parents from loue may ſwarue. fel 
He nothing docs': for nothing I delerue. . . bl 
Hep, Shall I toyne him vnto you,and reſtore you m 
w wountcd grace ? | | di 
Bel. It is impoſſible. ExitRellaf. te 


Hip. It ſhall be put to tryall : fare you well : | 
The face I would not looke on } fare then *twas rare, 4 
When in deſpight of griefe, 'tis ſtill thus faire. 

Now, 'fir, your buſinefle with me. 

eAnt, I am bold to expreſſe my lone and duty to your 
Lordſhip in theſe few leaues. 

Hy. A Bookel * ; n 

Ant, Yes my good Lord. 

Hip. Are you a Scholler ? 

Ant. Yes,my Lord, a poore one, 

He. Sir, you me. 
Kangaphay be Schollers Patrons, but fairh tell me, 
To many hands beſides hath this bird lowne, 
How many partners ſhare with me? 
Az.Not ogs 1atroth,not one:your name T held more dearc, 


Im 


p "Haxe, L mores 
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I'm not(my Lord)ofthat low Charater. 
Hip. Your name I pray? | | 
Ant, Antonio George, | | 
Hig. Of «Millan ? | 
Ant. Yes my Lord. | 
Hy. Ile borrow leaue | 
To read you o're, and then we'll ralke : till then _ | 
Drinke vp this gold, good wits ſhould loue good wine, 
This of your loacs, the catneſt that of mine. 
How now, fir, where's your Lady, not gone yet ? 
| Enter Bryan, ” 

Bryan, I fart di Lady is runne away from dee, a mighty 
deale of ground, ſhe ſent me backe for dine owne ſweet 
face, I pray dee come my Lord away, wut tow goe now ! 

Hey. Is the Coach gone? | 
Saddle my Horſe the ſorrell. ' | 

Bryay. Apoxa de Horſes noſe, he is a lowly rafcally 
fellow, whenlI came to gird his belly, his ſcuruy guts rum- 
bled,di Horſe farted itt my face, and dow knoweſ, an Iriſh- 
man cannot abide a fart, but I haue ſaddled deHobby-horſe, 
di fine Hobby is ready, I praydee my good ſweet Lord, wit 
tow goe now, and I will-runne to de Deuill before dee? 

Hip. Well, fir, 1 pray lets ſee you Maſter Scholler. | 

Bry.Come I pray dec,wut come ſweet face?Goe... 
Emer Lodouico,Carolo,;Aſtolpho,;Bercaldo, 

Led. Gods ſo,Gentlemen,what doe we forget ? 

Omnes, What? | 

Led. Arc not weall cnioyned as this day, Thurſday is't 
not? I as thiat day to be at the Linnen-drapers hoafe at din- 
ner? | Ire Res 

Cer, Signior ({andids, the patient man. - 048 

Aﬀe, Afore Tone, true, vpon this day hee's married, ' 

Berc, I wonder, that being fo ſtung with a Waſpe 
fore, he, dates venture igaine to' come about the 
monegkt Bees. led IT ag OY 
Led. Oh'tis rare ſucking a fiyveet Hony-combe ; 


Heaucn his old wife be buricd a er0ugh, rhat ſhe 


The Tow) ——- 
, % SF | _ 
12.ume anditript bare, and vet wearethey not pide Coates - 


_ ” , 7 


not vp tocall for her daunicey the p 


in ſome ztroth it's a very noble Citizen, I pitty he ſhould 
marty a2ine, Ile walke along, for itisa good old fellow,” 

Caro. I warrant,the Wiues of Alas would gine any 
fellow twenty thouſand Duckets, that could bat haue the 
face to beg of the Duke, that all the Citizens in Mhas 


might be bonnd to the peace of patience, as the Linnen- 


Craper is. | 
Led. Oh fy vpon't, 'twould vndoe all vs that are Cowri- 
ers, We ſhould haue no whoe with the wenches then. 


Enter Hipollito, 
Omner. My Lord's come. 
Hip. How now, what newes e 
Omnes. None. 
Led, Your Lady is withthe Duke her Father. * | 
Hi. And we'll tothem both preſently, whoe's that? 


| Enter Otlatido Friſcobaldo, 
Omner. Siguior Friſcabalds. 1/1 4 
Hip. Friſco, oh 1 pray call him, and leaue mg, wee 
two hauc Cadncſle F $a 
Car. Ho Signior ! Signior Friſeabalde. 
1he Lord Hipollito. Bi  Exennt. 
Orle. My Noble Lord; my Lord Hipoſtiro ! the Dukes 
Sonnet ! his brane Daughters brane Husband | how does 
your honord Lordſhip 1 docs your Nobility remember ſo 
poore a Gentleman as Sigwior Orland Friſtabalas ! old mad 
Orlando !. | ITE 
H#o.Oh fir,our frieds|theyought to be vnto vs as 6ur Tew- 
els, az dearcly valued, being locked vp, & vnſeene, as when 
we weare them in our hands, I ſce,Friſcabals,age_hath not 
command of your blood, for all Times fickle has gone oner 


” 


you, you are Orlando till. | | 
Ori, Why my Lord, are not the fields mowen and cur 
| downe, 
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, oore Fidlers Inſtruments 
would cracke for it, ſhee'd tickle rhem: at any hand lery try 
what mettle is in his new Bride, if there be none, we'll put 
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downe, and-\tript bare, and yer wearethey not pide coates - 
ine? tho my head-be likea rp: bc 4 or hotay 
dpartive likethe Naoggrerny F ay loke's Hale 6ad Br 
Hip. Scarce can I read the Stories.on your brow, 

Which age hath ayric there, youlooke yourhfull RilL 

 Orls. I eate Snakes, my Lord, I cate Snakes. 

My heart ſhall neuer hauea wrinkle in it, ſolong as I can cty 

Hem with a cleare voice. | 

Hij- You arc the happier man,ſir, | [. 

Orla. Happy man! Ile giue you(niy Lord)the true pifture 

of a happy man; I was turning leaues 'ouer this moming, 

and found it, an excellent: Italian Painter drew it, 1f Ih 

it in the right colours, Ile beſtow it on your Lordſhip, 
Hey. I itay for it. | 
Orle, He that makes gold his wife,but not his whore, 

He that at noone=day walkes by apriſon doore, . 

He that 'ith Sunne 1s neither beame nor moate; 

He that's not mad after a Perricoate, 

He for whom poore mens curſes dig no gratic, | 

He that is neither Lords nor Lawyers ſlaue, 

He that makes This his Seaand Thar his Shore, 

He thar in's Coin is richer then before, 

He that counts Youth his Sword,and Age his Staffe, 

He whoſe right hand carues his owne Epitaph, 

He that vpon his death-bead is2 Swan, - 

And Dead,no Crow,he is a happy man. ,, _ 
Hip. It's very well, I thanke you for this Piure, | 
Orla, After this Pi ture (my Lord)-docT ſtriucto hayc 

my face drawnc 2 | 

ForlI am nor couctous, | 

Am not in debt, (2 

Sit neitherat the Dukes fidd,: | 

Nor lie at his feete, 4 

Wenching and Thane doneno man I wrong, 

No man I . no man I'fee ; PEE. k bt” 4 

I rake hetd how farre I walke, begauſt I, know yonders ty 

| 2 
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I wanld not die like a cich ian tocarry nothing we. 
a winding ſheet: . |; vel 


But ike a good man,to lene Orlando behind me, © 


I ſowed leaues inmy Youth, and I. reape now Bookes in «' 
my | | | 
T fill Nand, and cmpty this, and whenthe bell ſhall toll wi 
forme,if | proue a Swan& go linging to my ucf, why ſo? be 
Ifa Crow! throw me out for carrion,& pick out mine eyes, on 
May not old Friſcabaldo(my Lord)be merry now 1 ha ? OW 
Hip. You may, would [ were partner.1n your mirth, 
Orla. I hane a little, ; - pains 
Haue all things ; 44 411. 1 
I haue nothing ; I haue- no wife, I haue no child, hane ns — 
chick,and why ſhould not 1 be in my Iocundare? © {le 
Hep. Is your wife thendeparted ? | #1: an 
Orla. She's an old dweller in thoſe high Countries, | 
Yet not from me, | | O 
Here, ſhe's here: but before me-when a Knane and a Queane 1 
are married, they commonly walke like Sericantsrogether: Ic 
but a good couple are {eldome parted. . | B' 
Hip. You had a Daughter tov fir, had you not? A 
Orla. Oh my Lord |this old Tree had one Branch, (and V 
but one Branch growing out of it) It was young, it was S] 
faire, it was ftraight ; Iprumde ir daily, dreſt it carefilly, I 
kept it from the winde, help'd it to the Sunne, yer forall H 
my $kill in planting, it grew crooked, it bore Crabs ; [ F 
hewed it downe, | K 
What's become of it, I neither know,nor care. | I 
Hip. Then can I tell you whats become of it ; 
That Branch is witherd, | 
Nog So 'twas long agoc. whois n 
p. Her name Ithinke was BeBafront, ſhe's deads: a 
Orlavde, Ha? dead? $5.3 eitain I 
» Yes, what of her was left,not worth the keep! 
Earn my git rag roy into mm ; 
rl, Dead | my laft and beſt peace goe with her, 1 ct 
deaths a good trencherman, he can eat courſe homely meat, 
DD, as 
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Hip. Whhy, Friſcebalds, was ſhe homely ? 
Orle. O my Lordl a Strum eve ofthe Dealls Vines 
all che {innes like ſo many: are ftucke vpright coder 


hell, to,be her props, that ſhe may ſpread vpon them. 

when ſhe'sripe, beak ones has a pill at her, NN ſhe 
be preſt- The yon ono the teeth of Luſt 
on cdge,yet to 4 pa mars 1 Wine, istodrinke a mans 


owne damnation. Is ſhe dead? 
Hip. Shce's turned to earth. 


Orla, Wod {he were turn'd to heauen; Vinh, is ſhe deadt! 


I am glad the world has loſt one of his Idols; no Whore- 
monger will at midnight beat at the doores; In her granc 
lleepe all my ſhame, and her owne ; and all my forrowes, 
and all her ſinnes.  ' 

Hy. V.mglad you are wax, hot marble; - you are made 
Of mans bett te FEmPer, there are now good hopes 
] hat all theſe heapes of 
Ice about your heart, _.. 
By which afathers lone was frozen vp, 


Are thawed in theſe ſweet ſhowres fetcht from youreyes, 


We arene'r like Angels till our paſſion dyes, 
She is not dead, but liucs vnder worſe fate, 
I thinke ſhe's poore, and more to clip her wings, 
Her Husband at this houre lics in the Iayle, 
For killing of .a man, to {au his blood, 
loyne all our force with mine ; mine (hall be ſhowne, 
The gettiag of his life preſerues your owne. 
Orla. In. my 7, js you will ſay1 does ſhe liue then? 
I amſorry I waſted teares vpon a Harlot, but the beſt is 1 


haue a hoecocher to drinks them VP, ſope can waſh them .| 


all out agen. 
Is ſhe poore ? 

Hip. Truſt ae, [ thinke ſhe 1 i 

Orle. Then ſhe's a right Strypper; I ner knew 
Og trade! rich (WR) yEokes gn; Siwes .can 


4; 


mays 


a wetcr 3 
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watcr,nor Harlots Woot} vp moneys whe haue many ve 
too many-ſluces tolet it out; Tauernes, Taylors, Bade 
Panders, Fidlers, Sw erers, Fodles and Knaues, doe all 
waitevpona common Harlors rrericher : ſhe is the Gally« 
pot towhich thee Drones flze :notfor loue tothe por, = 
forthe ſivcer ſucket within it, her money, her money. 

Hip. 1 almoſt dare pawne-my word, her boſome giues 
warmth to no ſuch Snakes ; when did you {ce her? 

Orla. Not ſeuenteene Summers» 

Hy. Is your hate ſo old ? 

-.. Orle. Older ; it has a white head, and hall neuer dye till 
the be butied, 
Her wrongs ſhall be my bedfellow. 

Hip. Worke yet his life ſince in it liues her fame. 

Orla. No, let him bang, and halfe her infamy departsou 
of the world : I hate him for her; he taught her firit to taſte 
poyſon; I hate her for her ſelfc, becauſe ſhe refuſed my 
Phyſicke. 

Hip. Nay but Friſcabalas. 

Orl.I Jerel her, I defie both, ſhe's not mine,the's. 

Hip. Heare her but ſpeake. 

Orl. I loue no Marcmaides, Ile not bechught with a quail 
pl C4 

"p. Y'are now beyond all reaſon. 

Ort. Iamthena Beaſt. Sir, T had rather be a beaſt, and not 
diſhonor my creation,then be a-doting father, like Time, 
be the br gt of mine owne broode. 

Hip. ks t dotage to rclicue your child being poore 2 

Ort. Is't fit for an old manto eopd © a whore? 

Hip. 'Tis charity too. 

Orl. 'Tis foolery ; releeue her ! | 
Were her cold limbes firetcht out vpona Beere, 
I] would not fell this durt vnder my nailes 
To buy her an houres beoneh har whwhis Hiaires 
Vnleſle it were to choke her. | 

Hp. Ot anda well, for Ile trouble you-nomore. ' Ext. 

fare you well fir goc thy waics, we tide pot 
Lor 
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Lords 6f t rd Pas lotie wenches for their honeſty ; 
Las my Girlie } art thoa poore ? pouerry dwells next doore 
to deſpaire, there's but a wall betweene them; deſpaire is 
one of hells Catch-poles ; and left that Deuill arveſt her, Ile 
to her, yet ſhe ſhall not know me; ſhe ſhall drinke of my 
wealth, as beggers doe of runnin watery freely, yet neuer 
know from what Fountaines he 's it flowes« $ Shall a filly 
bird picke her owne breſt to nouriſh her: yoog ones, and 
can a father ſee his child ſtarne?Thar were hard; The Peli- 
can does it, and ſhall not I, Yes, I will viuall the Campe 
for her, but ir ſhallbe by Come ſtrara em; that. knaue there | 
her husband will be fo I feare, i keepe his necke out. | 
of the nooze 1f I can, he tall not know how. | 


Fon two Serning-men.. 


Orl. How now > knanes, whither wander you? 

r. Toſeccke your Worſhip. - 

Orl. Stay, which of you has my purſe, what money | | 
haue you aboat you ® 

2. Some fiftcene or ſixteene pounds, fir. 

Orl. Gine it mey thinke I haue fome gold ow me ;. Yes, | 
it's well; leane my Lodging at -Courr, TY et you home. | 
Come fir, tho I neuer turned any man our of res, yet Yo! | 
be ſo bold-asto pull your Coats, OUET YOUr CALESs | 

1. Whatdoe you meaneto doefir ? 

Orl. Hold thy tongue knane, take thou my Cloake,] {20 | 
play not the paltry Merchant in this bartring ; bid the. 
Steward of my houle, fleepe with operreyes in my abſence, 
and to looke to all things, whatſocuer I command by Letters 
to be done by you, ſee 1t done. $5; does it fit well: 2. | 

2. Asif it weremade fer your Worſhip. 

Orl. You proud Varlets,” you need not bee aſhamed to: 
weare blue,when your Maſter i log of your IWSSTs 
doe not ſee mes | 7 ef 4.40.47 & 

Bah. This is excellent, Fi? ooh 2 Wen 

Orl. Lſhould put on a worſe ſizes; lh I ww 
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this Honor of an old marjor tye it vp ſhorter ; Well, I will 
ſpoyle a good face for once, My beard being off,how ſhould 
Tlooke? encnlike ff | | 
A Winter Cuckoo, or vnfcatherd Owle; | 
Yer better loſe this haire;then loſe her ſoulc. Exh, | 


Enter Candido, Lodonico,d Carolo. Lodouico other 
Guefts,and Bride wh Frentiſes. 


(ni, O Gemlemen, folate, yare very welcome, pray 

firdowne. | þ 
Led. Carolo,did'ſt ere ſee ſuch a neſt of Caps? 

| Afﬀo. Methigkes 

It's a moſt ciuill and moſt comely fight. 

Led. W hat does he 'ith middle looke like? 
Aſtoe. Troth like a ſpire ſteeple in a Country Village 

ouerpecring {o many thatcht houles. 


lers without ppuens they ſit for all the world like a pairc of 

Organs, and hee's the tall great roaringpipe'*ith middeR. 
eAfts. Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

(and. What's that-you laughat,Soyniors ? 

Led. Troth fhall I tell you, andaloude Ite tellit, 

We laughto ſee (yer 1wenot in icorne). -,., 

Amongſt ſo many Caps that long Hat worne: :. 

Lode. Mine isas tall a felt as any is this day in Afdles, and 
therefore T loue it, for the blocke was cleft out for my head, 
and fits metoa haire,* | -o.. | 

Cand. Indecd you are good obſerners, it ſhewes ſtrange. 
But Gentlemeo,I pray neither contemne, _ .... ./ 
Nor yet deridea will ornament : 
I could build fo much in the ro Caps praiſe, -. 
Thar loue this hyeroofe, Tthis flat would raiſe...) - 
Led. Prethce ſweet Bridegrome doo't..... .: - 


Cad. Soall theſe gueſts will pardon me 5 Korg s f 
 pondto; gag, ns 


our 


My Vizardis 0n,now to this maske. 'Say I ſhould ſhane cf 


Led. It's rather along pike fiaffe againſt ſo many buck- | 


Y Cand, 


A 


oe. ted 1 toll rl Ip 


Cand. Thus then inthe Ls honor, 
To cuery Sex and ſtate, both Nature, Time, 
The Countries lawes, yea and the very Clime 
Doe allot diſtin& habits,the ſpruce Courticr 
Iets vp and downe infilke : the Warrier 
Marches 1n bufte, the Clowne plods on in gray : 
But for theſe ypper garments thus [ ſay, 
The Sea-man has his Cap, par'd without brim, 
The Gallants head is featherd, that fits him ; 
The Soldier has his Murren, women ha Tires ; 
Bcaſts haue their head-peeces,and men ha theirs. 
Lod. Proceed, 
Cand. Each degree has his faſhion, it's fit then, 

One ſhould be laid by for the Citizen, 
And that's the Cap which you ſce ſwels not hye, 
For Caps are Emblems of humility ; 
Itis a Citizens badge, and firſt was worne 
By'th Romances ; for when any Bondmansturne 
Came to be made a Freeman : thus *twas ſaid, 
He tothe Cap was call'd ; that .is, was made 
Ot Rome a Freeman, but was firſt cloſe ſhorne, 
And ſo a Citizens haireis ſtill ſhort worne. 

Led, That cloſe ſhauing made Barbers a Company, 
And noweuery Citizen vices it. 

Cand. Of Geometricke figures the molt rare, 
And perfe&'|t are the Circle and the ſquare, 
The Girry and the Schoole much build ypon 
Theſe figures, for both loue proportton. 
The City Cap is round, the Schollers ſquare, 
To ſhew that Gouernment and learning are 
The perfc& ſt iimbes i'th body of a State : 
For without them, all's diſproportionate. _ 
If the Cap had no honor,this might reare it, | 
The Reuerend Fathers of the Law doe weare 1t. 
It's light for Summer,and in cold it fits 
Cloſe to the ſcull, a warme houſe for the wats ; 
It ſhewes the whole face holy, ſci not made 
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As if a man to looke on't were _— | 
Nor like a Drapets ſhop with broad ce ſhed, 

For hee's no Citizen that hides his head, 

Flat Caps as proper are toCitty Gownes, 

As to Armors Helmcts, orto Kings their Crownes, 
Let then the City Cap by none be ſcornd, 

Since with it Princes heads haue beene adornd. 

If morethe round Caps honor you would know, 
How would this long Gowne with this ſteeple ſhow? 


Omnes. Ha, ha, ha: moſt vile, moſt vgly. | 
Card. Pray Signior pardon me, *twas done in ieſt. [ 
Bride. Acup of clarct wine there. "Tor 

1. Wine: yes forſooth, wine for the Bride. | "_ 
Car. You ha well ſet out the Cap, fir. the 

.Led. Nay, that's flat. wh 

Long. A health. roþ 

Led, Since his Cap's round,that The Bride hit: fo f, 
Shall goe round. Be bare, the Prentice on bp 
For in the Caps praiſc all of you haue ſhare. > the bps. f 

Led. The Bride's at cuffes, ( 

Caxd.Oh, peace I pray theethus far off I ſtand,I ſpied the E- | of 
error of my ſeruants, ſhe call'd for Claret, and you fill'd out wit 
Sacke ; that cup giue me, *tis for an old mans backe, and not 
rs for hers. Indeed 'twas but miſtaken, aske all theſe C 
elſe. |. 

Omnes. No faith, 'twas but miſtaken. - 

I- Nay, ſhetooke it right enough. C 
Card. Good Lwke reach her that glafſe of Claret. Thi 

Here,Miſtris Bride, pledge me there, and 

Bride. Now Ile none. Exit Bride. wif 

Caud. How now ? y and 

Lod. Looke what your Miſtris ayles. 2rm 
; b Nothing,fir,but about filling a wrong glaſlſe, a ſcuruy no] 

tricke. | O 

Cana, 1 pray you hold your tongue,my ſeruant there tells ( 

me ſheis not well. Bur 


Ommes. Step to her, ſtep to her. 
" Lad. 


1 


t 
d 
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new wife) willtake you downe in your wedding ſhooes, 
vnkfle you hang her vp in her wedding garters» | 

Cand. How, hang to in her garters? | 

Led. Will you be a tame Pidgeon till? ſhall your backe 
belike a Tortoys ſhell, tolert Carts goe ouer it, yet not to 
breake? This Shee-cat will haue more liues ther your laſt 
Puſſe had, and will ſcratch worſe, and mouze you worle : 
looke toots 

Cand. W hat would you haue me doe, fir ? 

Lod. What would I hauc you doe? Sweare, ſwagger, 


brawle,fling;for fightingit's no matter,we ha had knocking 


Puſſes enow already; you know,that a woman was made of 
the rib of a man, and that rib was crooked. The Morall of 


which is, that a man muſt from his beginning be crooked 
to his wife;be you like anOrage to her,let her cut youneuer 
fo faire,be you ſowre as vineger; will you be ruled by me? 
Caxd. In any thing that's civill, honeſt,and iuſt. 
Lod. Haue you euer a Prentices ſuite will fir me? _ 
Cand. I haue the ycry ſame which my ſelfe wore. 
Led. Ile ſend my man for't within this halfe houre, and 
within this two houres Ile be your Prentice: the Hen 
not oucrcrow the Cocke,lIle ſharpen your {purres. 
Cand. It will be but ſome icſt,fir. 
Lod. Onely a icft:farewell,come ('arolo: Exennt. 
Omnes. Wee'll take our leaues, Sir,too- | 
Cand. Pray conccite not ill of my wiues ſodaine riſing. 
This young Knight, Sir Ledowic, is deepe ſeenc in Phiſicke, 
and he tells me,che diſeaſe cal'd the Mother, hangs on my 
wife, it is a vehcment hcauing and beating of the Stomacke, 
and that ſwelling did with the paine thereof crampe vp her 
arme,that hit his lips,and brake the glaſſe; no harme, ir was 
no harme, 
Ommes. No, Signior, none at all. - 
Card. The ſtraighteſt arrow may flye wide by chance. 


But come,we'll cloze this brawle vp in ſome dance. Exevate 


Emer 


Do Sad + = oo 


Led. Aword with you: doe ye heare? This wench (your 


—_ 
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whe HoneB Whore. 
Enter Bellafront avd Matheo. 


Bet. Oh cy ſweet Husband, wert thou in thy graue, and 
-art line agen ? O welcome, weicome. | 
Mar. Docſt know me ? my cidake prethee hy't vp. Yes 
faith, my winding ſheete was tak.cn out of Lanenderto be 
ſtucke with Roſemary, Ilackr but *rhe +knot here, or here; 
yet if I had hadit, 1 ſhould ha made a wry mou hat the 
world like a Playſe: but ſweeteſt villaine,T am here now,and 
I will talke withthee ſoone. 
Bel. And gladam I tart here. 
Mat. Did theſe theeles caper in ſhackles? A my little 
plumpe rogue, Ile beare vp for all-thus, and fiye bye. Car 
41 2.9% | | 
Bel, CMathes? | 
Mat. W hart ſayeſt,what ſayeſt? Oh braue freſh ayre,a pox 
on theſe Grates and gingling of Keyes, and rattling of low 
Ile beare vp,Ile fliye hye wench, hang Tofle. 
Bel. Matheo, prethee make he priſon thy glaſle, 
And in it view the wrinkles, and the ſcarrcs, , 
By which thou wert disfigured, viewing them,mend them, 
Mat. le goe viſit all the mad rogues now,and the good 
roaring boyes. 
Bel, Thou doeſt not heare me ? 
e A at. Yes faith dcel. | 
Bel.Thou halt beene in the hands of miſery,and tane ſtrong 
Phyſicke, prethee now be ſound, x 
Mat. Yes. $ foot, I wonder how the inſide'of a Tauecrne 
lookes now. Oh when ſhall I bizle, bizle ? 
Bel, Nay ſee, tart thirſty ſtill for poyſon, come, I will 
not haue thee ſwagger. 
Mat. Honeſt Apes face. | 
Bel. Tis that ſharpned an axeto cut thy throate. 
Good Loue, I would not hane thee ſell thy ſubſtance 
And time ( worth all) in thoſe damned ſhops of Hell; 
Thoſe Dycing houſes, that Randncuer well, 
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. » The Honeſt whoreL, 


But when they ſtand moſt ill, that foure-ſquared ſinne | 


Has almoſt lodg'd vs inthe beggers Inne. 
Beſides (to ſpeake which cuen my ſoule does grieue) | 
A tort of Rautns hauc hung vpon thy fleeue, 
And fed vpon thee:googd Mr.(if you pleaſe) fo baſe as 
Scorneto ſpread wing amonglt thelc ; 
By them thy fame is ipeckled, yet it ſhowes | 
Cleare amongſtthem ; ſo Crowesare faire with Crowes. | 
Cyſtome in finne, giues {inne a louely dye. | -- | 
Blackneſſe in Mores 1s no deformity. [! + 
Mat. Bellafron, Bellatromt, I proteſt to thee, I {fiveare, as 
hope my ſoule, I will turne ouer a new leafe, the priſon I 
contcfle has bit me, the beſt man that fſayles 1n ſuch a Ship, - 
may be lowſy. | 
Bel. One knockes at docre, * | 
Har. le be the Porter:they ſhall ſee,a Tayle cannot hold 
a braue ſpirit, Ile flye hye- 2 3 Ext. 
B-l. How wilde.ts his behautour | oh, I feare | 
He's ſpoyld by priſon, he's halfe damned comes there, | 
But I muſt fir all ſtormes : when a full Fic his 


 Forrunes ſpred, he loued me : being now poore, 


Ile beg for him, and no wife can doe more. 


Exter Matheo,,nd Orlando like a Serwingman, |: 
Mar, Come in pray, would you ſpeake with me,ſir? 
Ozl. Is your name Signor Mathes ? | [| 
Hat. My name 1s Synior Mathes. | 
Orl. Is this Gentlewoman your wife, fir ? | 
Mat. This Gentlewomati1is my witc, fir. | 
Ort. The DcRtinics ſpin a ſtrong and eucn thread of both 
your loues: the Mothers owne face, I ha not forgot that,'m 
an old man,fir,& am troublcd with awharaſon ſalt rhewme, 
that 1 canpot hold my water, Gentlewoman, thc lalt man I 
{crued was your Father. 
Bel. My Father 2 any tongue that ſounds his name, | 
Speakes Maſicke to me; welcome goodold man. 
How docs my father 2 lucs ; 2. has he bealth > 
3 


The Honeſt whore.>; 


The Honeſt whore. 
How does my father > 1 ſo much doe ſhame him, 
- So much doe wound him, that I ſcarce dare name him, 

Orl. I can {peake no more, 

Mit, How now old Lad, what doeſt cry 3 

Ori. The rhewme liill, fir, nothing elſe ; I ſhould be well 
ſeaſond, for mine eyeslyen brine : looke you, fir, I haue 4 
ſuite to you. 

Math. W hat is't,my little white pate ? 
Ort. Troth, ſir, I have a mind to ferue your Worſhip. 
Ma. Toſcue me? Troth,my friend, my fortunes are,as 
a man may {ay 

Or/. Nay looke you,fir, I know when all ſinnes are old 
- invs, and goe vponCrutches, that Couectouſneſſe does bur 
then lic in her Cradle;'Tis not ſo with me, Letchery loucg 
to dwell in the faire(Rlodging, and Couctouſneſſe in the 
oldeſt buildings,that are ready to fall : but my white head, 
fir,is no Inne for ſuch a goſſip. If a Seruingman at my yecres 
be not ſtored with bisket enough, that has fayled adout the 
world toſerue him the voyage out of his life, and ro bring 
him Eaſt-home ; WM pitty but A] his daies ſhould be faſting 
daies: I care not ſo much for wages, for I hane ſcraped a 
handfull of gold together; T hauealittle money, fir, which 
I would pur into your Worſhips hands, not ſo much to 
inake it more. 

Aa. «No,no, you ſay well,thou ſayeſt well ; but I muſt 
tell you: How much is the money, ſayelt thou ? ' 

Orl. About twenty pound, Sir, 
Meat. Twenty pound? Let me ſee: that ſhall bring thee 1n, 
after ten per centrum, per annum? 

Ort. Nogno,no,fir,no; I cannot abide to haue money 1n- 
gender: fye vponthis filuer Lechery, fye; if I may haue 
meat to my mouth, and rags to my bucks, and a flock-bed 
to ſnort ypon, when die,the longer liver take all. 

Mat. A good old Boy,yfaith,it thou ſerneſt me, thou ſhalt 
cat as I eat,drinke as / drinke,lye as lye,and ride as / ride. 

Ol. That's if you haue money to hire horſes. 

"Mat. Front. W hat docſt thou thinke on't? This good - 

[P 4 


þ 
/ 
( 


Out of my doores, baſe flauc. 


The Honeſt whore_>; 
Lad here ſhallſerme me, 

B-/. . Alas, Mathes, wilt thou load a backe 
That is already broke? 

Mat. Peace, pox on you, peace, there's a tricke inſt, I 

flyebye, it ſhall be ſo, Front. as I tell you ; giue methy biad, 
«hou ſhalt ſerue me yfaith :; welcomezas for your money 

Orl. Nay,looke you ir, I haue it here. 

Eidos it thy ſclte,man,and then tHart ſure 
ſafe. | = 

Orl. Safeland 'twere ten thouſand Duckets, your Werkbip 
ſhould be my caſh-keeper; I haue heard -what your Wor- 
ſhip is,anexcellent dunghill Cocke, to ſcatter all abrqad: 

but Ile venture twenty pounds on's head. 

Mat. And did'{tthou ſerue my Worſhipfull Father-in- 
law, S1gnior Orlands Friſcabalds, that mad man once? 

Orl. I ſcrued him ſolong,till he turned me out of dogresy 
Mat. It's a notable Cliufte, | ha not ſeene him enany a fly 
Orl. No matter and you ne rſce him: it's an arrant Gran- 

dy, a Churle,and as damnd a cut-throat, 

Bel. Thou villaine, curb thy tongue, thbu art a Iuda 
Toſcll thy Maſters name to ſlander thus, 

Mat, Away Aﬀſe, he ſpcakes but truth, thy father is|a— 

Bel. Gentleman. 

Mat. And an old knaue, there's more deceit in him then 
in ſixtcene Poticarics : it's a Deuill, thou maiſt beg, ſtapuc, 
hang, damne; docs he ſend thee fo much as a cheete ? 

Orl. Or ſo much as a Gammon of Bacon, 

Hee'll giue it his Dogs firlt. : 
Mat. A Tayle,a Iayle. 

Orl. Alew, a lew, fits 

e 1 at. 'A Dog. | 

Orl. An Englith Maſtiftc, ſir, 

Mat. Pox rot out his old ſtinking garbage» 

Bel. Art not aſhamed to ſtrike an abſent man thus ? 
Art not aſhamed tolet this vild Dog barke, 

And bite my Father thus ? Ile not indure it ; 


, 


tis 


ie Honeſt whore, 
Mat. Your dores!a vengeance ? I ſhall le to cut that old 


rogues throat, for all you take his part thus. 
Ol He ſhall live to ſee thee hangd firſt» 


Enter Hipollito. 


Mat, Gods!o my —_— Lordſhip is moſt welcome, * 


I'm proud of this, my Lor 
Hw#p. Was bold to {ce you. 
Is that your wife ? 
Meat. Yes fir. 
Hy. Ile borrow herlip» 
Ajat. With all my heart, my Lord. 
Orl. Who's this, I pray fir? | 
Mat. My Lord Hipolito: what's thy name ? 
Orl. Pacheco. | 
Mat. Pacheco, fine name ; Thou ſeeſt, Pacheco, 1 keepe 
company:with no Scondrels, nor baſe fellowes. 
Hip. Came'not my Footman to you ? 
| , Bel. Yes my Lord. | 
Hip. 1 ſent by him a Diamond /and a Letter, 
Did you recetue them? 

Bel. Yes my Lord, I did. 

Hip. Read you the letter? 

Bel. Oreand ore 'tis read. 

Hip. And faith your anſwer? 
Be/. Now the time's nor fit, 
You ſcc,my Husbands here. 

Hy. le now then leatie you, 

And chooſe mine houre ; but ere 1 part away, 
Harke, you remember I muſt hane no nay 
AMathee, I will leaue you. | 

Mat. A glafſſe of wine. 

Hip. Notnow, Ile viſit you at other times« 
Y*are come oft well then? 

Mas. Exccllent well, Ithanke your Lordſhip: I owe you 
my life,my Lord; and will pay my beft blood in any ſeruice 
of yours, 

| Hips 


d 
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Hip. Ile take no ſuch deare jmew ack yu 
know,the priſon is a ore inonty-eaneoiowrN 


my purſe is yours call for 1t. 
Mar, Faith my Lord, I thanke my ſtarres,they Fils 2NC 
downe ſome ; I cannot finke;ſo long asthele bladders old. 
Hy. I will notſee port ares cbbe, pray try. | 4 
To ſtarue in fall barnes were fond'm 
e Mat. Open the doore, firra- 
Hip, Drinke this, and anon 1 pray: thee give thy? 
this. 
Orl. ONoble Spirit if noworſe oneſts: here dwell, | 
My blue coatefirs on my-old ſhoulders-well. : - + - Yo 
AMat.The onely royall fellow,he's bounteousas the Indies, 
what's that hefatd othee ;Belafron d 
Bel. Neg mY - ET 
Hat: * dare ooo Girled - | bt'T, ( a 
Bel. Why I cell you nothing--' 245, 7 et 
Mat. Norhing dr $s well: ricken;rhar I Je | 
dcn to a ſcald hot-linerd gotiſh Gallant; to ſtand with my 
cap in my hand, and'vaile bonnetpwhen Vha fpred as 
fag 28-as himſclfe, wud Thad deenennggd. Notting "Pa 
checo, braſhmy cloake. 
Ort. W here 1s; fir? ; TAS 214 L249) Y 


Mat, Come, wee'llflye hye. eDES37 fig I: 

NothingFthere is a whore ellis rMneeyer, 1. 147; Bit. 
Ort. My twetity poitnds yes high;O wretched: woman 

This varlot's able to make pt a coihnoth. + '15- 12 

How now Miftris? lies 4 'Malter "ere ins 1 


colour ? 2 
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Bel. Fellow, be gone F oy: cheeiif thy rongue 
talke 10 much, ſeeke out k » Mafler/"elvare a fit a hel 
for him, -#*_--- Ps aL ern 

Ovl. ZO\vnce, I hope be wHl notple vpon wo? 

.Bel. Play on thee ? no, you rw 4 teen, 
Beemnſe yoirwrerding trrowes 

Would thou wouldſt lcatt@ my how, hou naval 
Hicaſe,me weaue thy nets ne'r {o  hyt, v1) 1110. 


frhar  gaue bes he 


ce dead, 


; fo 


Orl. You ane felt reaſon poor his pare} nn 
heard him, fag Gus | fue rr a: you were as arrant 


whore as cucrſtiffiied -loathes in warcr- = 
vypona Saturday 'ith deans 


*Bek. Let why "ta worſe henforhecarths vr. 
Hot vengeante c choaghrhe marbt fo wrap: 
Is't fir carthth Sel" hoſe darts at} 
Orl. And ſo if your Father call you whore, 

: Friſcabaldo, ſhe carries thi ; 


im. > 
downe : th&'s thite owne flcth, blood, ayd 


ln: puny goa fireworkes tharT4q 1 0 
my goodold Ma ux fa*het 
oung [ory 


eb £0 


Ga if ——wogy my 
\® a7 + (n+ runne for ye by JN ”e j' 
for hith, 4 Fi ud: ge meyca ng 


; % 70 
*4 *, a 
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Fai 


fo I-yrarrant Ste for PI: 
5 {py is a madcap, and a bon ſochu, 
[22 ayer Val o dlacke L lone him, lic ve 
Jooke you,! on of 
I amanol Hope) Ie Tfeojne 
TSS ata Cogy Cony inpiy time, 
it 

twent away, whe in mink 


Fer you, 


- anno ;yerT 
Bel. A purſe, where 
Gentleman 


on The 
CAarc C 
Boy The Lond 
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a | na 
- 


ado? tet 
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Ch: VepiedEs 
park, 
Orl. Tis like fo ; it 
and therefore beſtowes 
Bal. ory 


WT how eto hen aNin, ok earch | | : 
Of. 6s 


eſt to me? | 
AS your nailcs to. your fingers, which Tehink ne- 
vere _ = HRIE: F 1! 488 
o, Thou to r commen to 
And tell him-this, the Towne 89%, £00 out 4 
Bccaufe (within) 'rwas rather true, then trohg 
Toſell itnow ere eas Say "tis no-hofd 


Built of v weake ſuffe, to be blowne vp. with Wa 
= rs op aprerby ch when, eto net,>y th 


® ——= = 0% 14+ —_ 
Þ 4 " 4s 
b ww 4 R , 
So . 


—T% 2” * WW. «4 
_u - a, = 


perogpanges? A.poore abay,, 
Sergey Theepoolites Tanks We 
Flockes oFfar Weathers (whom he may 
to deuoure this. Ne traft neither Lord nor Solon Tr 
Wicks fleſh for this tricke ; the Cuckgo I ſet now ſings W 
yeere, though ctacry man cannor Heare Him, bur [Ne 
pojie bis noces; canneither Loue-letters, nor the Devils 
commen Pick-lockes (Gold)nor Precious Stones thake my 
Girle draw vp Percullis: hold our fill, wenck; | | 
All are not Bawds (I ſee tow?) that doores, 
Nor all good w Fepehr ace inks Whoxes. . Ex 
Excer Candido \Lodouico lik, 4 Premice.. 's 
L4&4, Come, come, come, whar doe yec lacke,fir? _ 
Da 


The Howe who 


we lacke, fir? whatis't ye licks; fir pi ts hot my'W orſhi 
ſuited ? did you cuerſee a Gentleman better difgnifed? 

"C and. Neuer,belecue me, Signior.-: © | 

Lod. Yes : but when he has bin/ drunke, there be Prenti. 
ces would make mad Gallants;for they would {pend all,and 
drinke,and whore,and ſo forth; and I ſee we Gatlants could 
make mad Prentices. How does thy wife hike me? Nay, I 
muſt not be ſo ſawcy; then I ſpoyle all: pray you how dors 
my Miſtris like me? 

Cand. , Well: for ſhe takes you fora poi ſimple flow, 

Lod. And they that are taken. for ſuch, are Commonly 
the arranteſt-khaues : but to bur Comedy,come, 

( 4d. I ſhall not a i, chide you ſay, and frer, 

And grow impatient: 1 ſhall neuet doo't. 

'Eod. S'blood, cannot you'doe as all the world-does? 
.counterfet. 

Card. Were a Painter, that ſhould live by drawing no- 
thing but Pitures of an angry man, I ſhould not-carnt my 
col6urs zF cannot doo't!s) +: + 

Led” Remembery'arca: Linnen Draper, and that if you 
rue your wifc a yard, (he'll take an ell: giue her not ets; 1 
ore a quarter of your yard,nota nayle,” ; 

Say I ſhould turne t _ and nip ner loue now "iS 

burio the blood. / LEE 

Lod, Well, fay ſhe's nipt | 

Card. twill ſo querchange her Bin wich oriefe,. 
That likea Cannon, whenher rt off, 
She iher duty either will recoyie; - 
Or breakein pieces;andſodye:her death, | 
By my vnkindneſſe might be/counted murther. - 

Led. Dyc ? neuer, her ; I doe not bid you beat her, nor, 

1 her blacke eyes, nor pinch her. ſides: but <roſſe her 

umours. Are not Bakers armes the skales of Inſtice?-yet 
15 not their bread light? and may/riot you I-pray bridle her 
with a ſharpe bit, yetride her gently ? 

(ud. Well, L will by 4 your pills, doe yor your Faithfull 
{eruice, and bee ready {till a a pinch to helpe me inthis 
part, 


Yv 


Fd foo 3 


: Lntkg. Preſently, fir, the comes, 


part, ordfe I ſhalkbeout cleane.” 
Led. Come, come, He prompt you. 
Card. Ile calt her forthnow; hall 1? 
Lod. Doe, doe, braucly. 
Cand., Luke, 1 pray bid your Miſtris to come hither. 
+ Lod. Luke, I pray bid-your Miſtristo come hither. | 
Cad, Sirra, bid my wite come to me: why, when ? | 
ms 5; His — 
Led. La you,there's the eccho,ſhe comes. Exit Bride 
Bride. W hat is your-pleaſure with me ? | 
Cand. Mary wite 
I haue intent, and ly you ſee) this ſtripling lieee, 
He beares good will and liking to my tra 
And mcanesto deale in Linnen, 
Led. Yes mdeed, fir, I would deale in Linen, if my Mi- 
{tris like me {0 well as Ilike her? 
Cand. ] hope to finde him honeſt, pray good wife looke 
that his bed and chamber be made ready... 
Bride. Y*are beſt to let him hire mee for his maide? 
| looke to his bed ?lo6ke too't your ſelly: 
Card. Enen (0 
I {weage to you a great oath. 
Log. $weare, cry Zoundes- 
{«nd. I will not, goe to wife; I will nor, 
Led, That your great oath? 
(ard. Swallow theſe gudgeons: 
Led. Well ſaid. 
Card. Then faſt, then you may choſe. 
You know at Table 
W hat trickes you phyed,fi waggerd;broke glaiſes? Fie,' 
Fie,fle,fie ; ws now before my Prentice here- + * 
You make an aſſe of me:than; [7 hat hall T-call ehec?) 
Bride. Enen what you will, | 
Led. Call her arrant whore. 
(ana. Oh he;Þy no meanes, then El call m2 Cuekold, | 
ſrrah | goelooke ro'th ſhop,: how doesthis (how ? 


Led. Excellent well, Ne goe Fooke to the ſhop, fir, Fine 
D Cam- 


The Hoe ho 


Led, AYard Gor ahy Ma Ne 

I. Prent y Maſter is WnAE VAlante: 
Cand. Wer ety apwes \- FRESTEEBiu 
Omer, Rates toys SODIIZG i. £1 7 rib u ty 
Led. W hat 34 "3a Gr? 


Bride. Breathe me with your yard? -. ... -»- 

Led. No, he'll but meaſure 3 hy © oath. « 

Bride. Since you'll necdes fenc your Weapon: well 
For if you take a yard, take anell, \c v1{f 80s 
Reach me an ell. 

Lod. Ancll form 


her;your yard isa p c Heatheniſh weapon; ; *tis to0 
hore the may ive you a handful oul not reach her. 
Cand. Yet | WMC 2571 ok ek peaherndlys 
Ave ſpare ntene (of or llc lay't on ſoundly, 
orc the ee will eden be Matters, 
Weineh will haue a w.to win't at.walterse , - 
Led. 'Tis for the breeches, ist'nof ? ' 
Brice Hogband. Ee yob ehor ike? ict. 
ride I Ou, ile not in 
I our 
will yoo to ones - 
Cand. Wharsthayd, 


B "" V6 SOYA -_ 
ot gle we phnths low,wite, "aro Tonge? | | 
LL +>; 


Ihe frike bard, nts Fer; and lrepl her Pats " 
2 Cot 


, Avi aliccle mans, | 
be hroy Ny Reachane(Koanes » yard. 


Cen.Mary,my:;good Prentice,nothing but breatbemy myo 


row the lawes of N Nble Nolan lr \& meaſure amaapen 7 
wit 


d,I amTuch a cunnin | one 
Tkeos my ground, yet d 


With the leet blow why ne 
The we that is her hands Se + 2M 
She that vpon ow 

They ſay,the "ame 3» m_ which 


The 414 which ſhe i fed vpn Fer gg 2h 


If me you make your 
The world ſhall udge who offers faireſt 


You win the brecches, but] era | ; 

Card, Thou winit the day indeed, gite merby hagd, 
Ne challenge thee no: more: iny paticht brelt * 
Plaid thusthe Rebell, ociytor atcſt: 
Here's the ner quny 9a that breakes Colts, ris he 
Can tame the mad folkesant# crit wines. -* 

Bride. - Who, your man ? | 

Cand. My man ? my Maltes tho his head be bare, 
Bat hve confrcons, he'll off his haire. 

Led.'Nay;if your ſcruice be ſo yy 2 man canoot keeps. 
his haireor, Nle ferue you tro 

Bride Ithis Cchogletn 

| on ptr 'e— petnth.7 pingbr tio take hics Slots 

ope thoweanſt take him downe without teaching ; you 

h cot the conqueſt oa both are friends. 

(ond Beare lverrEs sel _— _— 

M Pr 1IÞ Then $, oe 

Cand, Forthe Cir ron/ 00 abr bore; 

I ga you all yoar yeeres. 
Lod. I thanke you Maſter; 

Ile kiſſe my Milcianow,cha GHomay a; al Mol 
My man was 5 beund ang free: al.inoneda ng "Event. 


FP ker 


At .- 
#7 


Orla. From a poore Gentlewoman, Madam,whomT ſere; | 
Infe. And whats your bulinelſe?. 
Orla. This, Madam ; my poore Miſtris hasa waſte piece . 
of ground, which is, her owne: by inheruance, and left to 
her by her mother; There's a:Lord now- that goes about, | 
not to take it cleane from her, but'to incloſe it to himſelte, 
and to ioyne itto 4 piece of his Loxdſhips. 
Inſe. W hat would ſhe hage me doc inthis? 
Orla. No more, Madam,-but what one woman ſhould 
doe for anotherin ſycha calc My Honourable Lord, your 
Husband would doe any thing4ther behalte; but ſhee had 
rather put her {elfe into your , becauſe you (a woman) 
' may doe more with the Duke your Father, 
wfe. W here lyes this Land? | 


- \$+ 


Or. Within a {tones calt of thisplace;my Miſtris,I think, 
would be content to let him enioy 4t after her deceaſe, if 
that would icrue his turne, {o-my Maſter would: yeeld tco; 
but ſhe cannot abide to heare thatthe Lord ſhould/ meddie 
with it in her lite time. | 

 Infe. Is ſhe then married> why ſtirres not her Husband 
init? | | px: | n 

Orl. Her Husband itirres in it.vnder hand : but becauſe 

the other is a great rich mangmy-/Maſter is loth tobe ſcene 


m it roo much. » $4 
Infe. Let her in writing draw the cauſe at large: 
And 1 wiil moue theDukeys 1 bo 
Orl. Tis ſet dowpe, Madam, :here-in_blacke and white 
already : worke it ſo, Madam, that ſhemay: keepe her owne 
without diſturbance, gricuance,moleſtarion, or medling of 
_ Arg} and the beftowesthispurſe of gold on your La-, 
y IPs. 1.2515 "32s $44 
Infe. Old man, Ne pleade for her, butitakenofees: | 
Guue Lawyers them, I{wim-notingtharfloed;'4 ©: | 
Ile touchno gold, rill Ihang done her googÞ/i4 4 254 37 (ff 
Orl. I would all Proctors Clearkes were of your minde, 
T ſhould law more amengttibemrhen!FQoerften ; here,Ma- 
dam, is the ſurucy, not onely of the Mannor' it felfe” bat"of 


R the 


the Grange: houſe,” with cucry 
land, Cony-borough, Fiſh-pond, hedge, dicch , and buth 
that in 1t. 

Infes. My Husbands name, and handand ſeale at armes 
to Lone-letter? Where: haditthouthis writing? 

Orla. From the foreſaid party Madam,thar would Keepe 
the foreſaid Land. out of the forcfaid Lords fingers. 

[nfe. My Lord turnd Ranger now? 

Orl. Y are a' good Huntrefſe, Lady, you ha' found your 
Gamealready ; your Lord wonld'fFainebe a Ranger, but my 
Miſtris requeſts you to let him runne a conrfe in your owne 
Parke, if you'll not doo't for lone, then doo't for money; ſhe 
has no fig money, but there's gold, of elſe ſhe praies you 
to ring bim by this token, and fo you ſhall be ſare his noſe 
will not-be rootin&other mens paſtures: 

Infe. This very p Jarſe was woucn with mine owne inns, 
This Diamond on that verynight; when he” 

Vat; ed my Virgin girdle, ganeHhim : | 
And miſt acommon Harlot thare in mine " 
0:4 manyro quit dia paine$;take thou! the gold. | 

Orl. Not |, Madam, old Seruingmen want no money 

Jn. Cuzid bim(clfe was ſire his Secretary, 

Thelſc {ines are enenthe Arrowes Lotte let flies, 
The very Imcke'dropt out of Vern Eyes: 

Orls. I doe not thinke, Madam, batthee fercht” of ſome 
Poet or other for thoſe lines, for they are prlons Hawkes 
to flic at wenches. HY. MVOD TE16) 

Infe Here's honied poyſon, tome he nErthus writ, 


Bit Luftcan ſet a double edgegn Wit. 
/ Orla. Nay,that $true; Madam a wench will whet any 
; way o, if it be not too dull. 


«4. Oathc s, promiſes, preferments, Tewels, old, 
WW rg: ſnares ſhould bre —_ all chefe cannot hol? -'|« 
Wrhat'creature is thy Miri 
Oh The Pha rat creatures that"arc contrary te, man ; 
24 woman. 


_ Tafe. W hat manner of woman ? 
E Ort. 


mokiew paſture , Midtie 
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. Orl. Alittle tiny woman, lower then your Ladiſhip by 
head and ſhoulders, buras mada wench as cucr valaced 4 
petticote:theſc things ſhould Lindeed haue deliugred to my 
Lord your Husband. | 

Infe. They are delivered better; Why ſbould ſhe ſend 
backe theſe things ? 

Orl. Ware, ware, there's Knauery. | 

Infe. Strumpets like cheating gameltcrs will not win 
At firſt : theſe are but baites to draw him 1n. 
How might Ilearne his hunting hourcs? 

Ori. The Iriſh Footman can tell bi all his. hunting 
houres, the Parke he hunts in, the Doe he would ſtrike, that 
Iriſh Shackatory beates the buth for him, and knowes all; 
he brought that Letter,and that Ring ; he is the Carrier. 

Infe. Knowelit thou what other gitrs hauc paſt betweene 
them? | | 

Orl. Little S. Patrithe knowes all. 

Infe. Him Ile examine preſently. 

O#t. Not whileſt Lam here, {weet Madam. 
| Tnfa.Be gon then,& what lyes in me command. Exiz Orl, 


Enter Bryan, | | 
Infe. Come hither firra, how much coſt thoſe Satins,and 
cloth of Siluer, which my husband* ſent by you to a low 
Gentlewomanyonder ? 
Bry. Faat Sattins 2 faat Siluers, faat low Gentlefolkes ? 
dow pratelt dowknoweſt not what, yfaat la. 
Infe. She there,to whom you carried letters. 
Bry. By dis hand and bod dow fſailt true, if I did fo, oh 
how ?I know notaletter a.de Booke yfaat la. | 
Infs. Did your Lord neuer ſend you with a Ring, ſir, ſct 
with a Diamond 2 bf. hy 
_ Bry. Nener, ſa crees ſa me,neuer; be may runne at.atow- 
ſand rings yfaat, and I neuer hold his ſtirrop, till helcapein- 
ro de ſaddle. By S. Patricke,Madam, [never touch my Losds 
- Diamond, nor euer had to doc,yfaatla, with any of his pre- 
ctous ſtones. | (TO Lp 
| Enter 
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Infe. Are you ſo cloſe, you Bawd, you pandring {lane ? 
Hy. How now? why Infelice ? what's your quarrell ? 
Infe. Oat of ifly ſight,baſe varler, get thee gone. 
Hip. Away you rogue. | 
Bry. Slawne loot, fare de well; fare dewell. 44 marragh 
frofat boddab breen, | Exit. 
Hop. W hat,growne a fighter?prethee what's the matter? 
Infe. If you'll nceds know, it was about the clocke: how 
workes the day,my Lord, (pray)by your watch ? | 
Hy. Leſt you cuffe me, Ile tell you preſently : I am 
nccre tWO. 
Infe. How, two? Tamfcarce atone, 
Hywp, One of vs then goes falſe. 
Infe. Thenjurc 'tisyou, 
Mine goes by hcauens Diall,(the Sunne) and it goes true. 
Hp. Ithinke (thdeed) mine runnes ſomewhat too faſt. 
Infe. Sct 1tt0 mine{(at one) then. .. wp 
Hp. One?” tis paſt: 
'Tis pait one by the Sunne. 
: Infe, Faith ther'belike, 
Neither your clocke nor mine does trucly ſtrike, 
And lince it is vncertaine which goes true, 
Bettcr be talſcar one, then falſe ar tyyo, 
He. Yare'very pleaſant, Madam. 
Infe."Yetnot mcrry. | 
Hwp, W hy Infelxce, what ſhould make you ſad ? 
Infe. Nothing my Lord, but my falſe watch,pray tell me, 
You ſce,my clocke, or yours 1s out of frame, 
Mult we vpon the Workeman lay the blame, 
Or on yuur telues that keepe them? 
Hip. Faith on both, 
He may by Knaucry ſpoile them, we by ſloth, 
Bur why talke yon all riddle thus ?I read 
Strange Comments inthoſe marginesof your lookes: , 
Your cheekes of late are (like bad printed Bookes) * - 


So dimly charatred, I ſcarce can ipell, | 
h E 2 One 


- 
One line of loue in them« Sure all's not well, 
Infe. All is not well indeed, my dearelt Lord, 
Locke vp thy gatesof hearing, that.no ſound 
Of what I ſpeake may enter, E 
Hip. What meancs this? 
Isfe. Or if my owne tongue mult my ſelfe betray, 
, Count it adreame,orturne thine eyes away, 
And thifike me not thy wife. - She kneeles, 
Hy. W hy doc you kneele? 
' Jofz. Farthis finnes cuſhion : when the ſicke ſoule feeles 
her {clfe growing poore, then ſhe turnes begger, cryes and 
Kneeles for helpc ; Hypollto ( for husband I -dare not call 
thee) 1haune flolne that Tevvell of my chaite honour (which 
was onely thine) and giuen itto a ſlaue. 
Hip. Hah ? | 
Infe.On thy pillow adultery & luſt have ſlcpt,thy Groome 
Hath climbed the vnlawfull tree, and plucket the ſweets, 
A villaine hath vſurped a husbands ſheetes. 
Hip. $'death, who, (a Cuckold) who ? 
Infe, This Iriſh Footman. Le bi MA 24 
Hip. Worſe then damnation, a wild Kerne, a Frogge, a 
Dog: whom lle ſcarce ſpurne, -Longed you for Shamocke4 
were it my fathers father (heart) lie (kill him, although [ 
rake him on his death-bed gaſping 'twixt heauen and+hell ; 
a ſhag-haired Cur?Bold Strumpet,why hangeftthou on me? 
thinkit Ile be a Bawde to a W hore, becauſe ſhe's Noble ? 
Inſs. 1 beg but this, by 
Set not my ſhame out to the worlds broad eye, 
Yet letthy vengeance (like my fault) foare hye, 
So it be in darkned clowdes. 
Hip. Darkned ! my hornes 
Cannot be darkned, nor ſhall my reuenge, 
A Harlot to my flaue ? the a& 1s baſe, 
Common,but foule, ſo ſhall thy diſgrace ; 
Could not I feed your appetite ? oh women 
You were created, Angels, pure and faire ; 
But fincethe firſt fell, tempting Deuils you are, 
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The Homelwhoye 5, 
You ſhould be mens blifſe, bur you proue their rods. 
Wcae there no women, men might liuelike gods : 
You ha bcene too much downe already, riſe, 
Gerfrom my fight, and henceforth ſhun my bed, 
Ile with no Strumpets breath be poyſoncd. 
As for your Iriſh LZadricas, that ipirit 
Whom by prepoltrous charmesthy luſt hath raiſed 
In a wrong Circle,him le damne more blacke 
Then any 1yrants foulcs 

Inſs. Hipollto ? 

Hip. Tcil me, didſtthon baite Hawkes to draw him te 
thee, or did hc bewttch thee ? 

In/e, The {laue did woo me: 

Hip. Two wooes in that Skreech-owles language * Oh 
who would traſt your corcke-heeld ſex? I thinke to fate 
your luſt, you would loue a Horſe,a Bcare,a croaking Toade, 
lo your hot itching veincs might haue their bound, then the 


wild Iriſh Dart wasthrowne. Come, how? the manner of 


this fight, 

Infe." Twas thus, he gaue me this battery firſt. Oh I 
Miſtake, belecue me, all this in beaten gold : 
Yct I held out, but at {cngth this was chard. 
WW hat? change your Diamond wench, the att is baſe, 
Common, bur foule, fo ſhall not your diſgrace : 
Could not I feed your appetite? Oh Men, 
You were created Angels, pure and faire, 
But ſince the farit fell, worſte then Deuils you are. 
You ſhould our ſhields be, but you proue our rods, 
Were there no Men, Women might live like gods. 
Guilty my Lord? 

Hip. Yes, guilty my good Lady. 

Inje. Nay,you may laugh; but henceforth ſhun my Led, 
With no whores leanings Ile be poyſoned. . Exit. 
Hip. O're-reachd fo finely ? 'Tis the very Diamond 

And Letter which Itent”: this villany 
Some Spider.cloſely weaues, whoſe poyſond balke 


I muſt let forth. Who's there without ? 
E 3 Seruant.. 


_ 
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Serwant. My Lord calls.o—_—_ ith. 


Hy. Scnd me the Footman. 
Ser. Call the Footman to my Lord, Bryan, Bryay. 


Enter Bryan. 
Hip. Ttcan be no man elſe, that Iriſh Judas, 
Bred ina, Country where no venom proſpers, 
But in the Nations blood hath thus betraid mes 
Slaue,get you from your {eruice, 

Bry. Faat meanett thou by this now ? 

Hy. Queltion ine not, nortempt my fury,villaine, 
Could(t thou turne all the Mountaines in the land, 
To hills of gold,and to giue me ; here thou ſtayeſt not. 

Bry. I faat, I care not. 

He. Prate not,but get thee gone, I ſhall ſend elſe. 

Br. 1, doe predy,1 had rather have thee makea {cabbard 
of my guts, and [ct out all de Iriſh puddings in my poore 
beily, den to be a falſe knaue to de I faat, I will neucr ſee 
dync own ſweet face more. A mawhid deer a gra,fare de well, 
fare de well,l wil goe ſteale Cowes agen in /reland, Ex. 

Hwp. He's damn'd that rais'd this whirlewind, which 

hath blowne | 
Into her eyes this 1calouſe : yet lle on, 
Ile on, ſtood armed Deuils ſtaring in my face, 
To be purſucd-in flight, \ napionN the race, 
Shall my blood ſtreames by a wes luſt be bard? 
Fond woman, no : Iron growes by ſtrokes more hard, 
Lawlcfle deſires are ſeas {coming all bounds, 
Or ſulphure which being ratn'd vp, more confounds, 
Strugling with mad men, madnes nothing tames, 
Winds wraſtling with great fires,incenſe the lames. Emit. 


Enter Mathco, Bellafronr, and Orlando. 


Bel. How now, what ayles your Maſter ? 
Orl. Hastakena yonger brothers purge, forſooth,, and 
that workes with him, ; 
Bet. 


Bel. W here is his Cloake and Raplier ? 


Orl. He has giuen vp his Cloake,and his Rapicris bound | 


to the Peace : If youlooke a little higher, yon may ſee that 
another hath entred | into- hatband tor him too. Sixe and 
foure haue put him into this ſweat. | 

Bel, W here's all his money ? | 

Orl. Tis put ouer by exchange : his doublet was going to 
be tranſlated, but for me : if any man would ha lent but! 
halfe a duckert on his beard, the haire of it had ſtuft a pare 
of breeches by this time ; I had bur one poore penny, and 
that I was glad toniggle out, and buy a holly-wand to grace 
him thorow the ſtreerte. As hap was, his bootes were on,an 
then I duſticd, to make people thinke he had beene riding; 
and I had runne by him. : | | 

Bell, Oh me, how does my ſweet eMatheo ? 

HMat. Oh Rogue, of what deuilith ſtuffe are theſe Dice 
maze oft? of the parings of the Deuils cornes of his toes, 

| | 
that they runnc thus damnably. 

Bel. I prethee vex not, | 

Hate If any handy-crafts man was cuer {uffred to Keep 
op in hell, it will be a Dice-maker ; he's able to vndoe 
more ſoules then the Deutll; I plaid with mine owne Dice, 
yet loſt, Ha you ary money ? | | 

Bel, Las I ha none. | 

Mat. Muſt haue money, muſt hane ſome, muſt haue a 
Cloake,and Rapier,and things : will you goe {et your lime 
twigs,and get mc ſome birds, ſome money ? | 

Bel, Whatlimerwigs ſhould 1 ſet ? 

Mat. You will not then 7 Muſt haue caſh and ies | 
doe ye heare,(frailty) ſhall I walke in a Plimonth Cloake, 
(that's to ſay) like a rogue, in my hoſe and doubler, and a 
crabtree cudgell in my hand,and you ſwimme 1n your Saty 
tins ? muſt haue money,come- | 

Orl. 1s't bed-time,Maſter, that yon vndo my Miltris ? 

Bel. Vndoe me? Yes, yes, at theſe nflings 
I haue beene too often. 

Mat. Hclpe to flea, Pacheco. 


[ 
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The Honeſt whore >. 


-Orl. Fieaing callyou it ? | 
Meat. Ile pawne you by'rh Lord,to your very eye-browes, 
Be/. With all my heart,fince heauen will haue me poore, 
As good be drown'd at {ea,as drown'd art ſhote, 
. Orl. Why heare you\lir? | yfaith doe not make away her 


Gowne. 


| Mat. Oh it's Summer, it's Summer ; your onely faſhion 


for a woman now, 15 to ve light, to be light. 


Orl. W hy, pray vr, ccploy fome of that money you haue 
of mine. | 


Mat. Thine? Ile ſtarve firſt, lle beg firſt; when I touch a. 


penny of that, let theſe fingers ends rot. 
Orl. $o they may, for that's paſt touching. 1 ſaw my 
twenty pounds flye he. 
Mat, Knowelt thou nener a damn'd Broker aboutthe 
Citty ? 
Orl. Damn'd Broker ? yes, fiue hundred. 
Hat. The Gowne itood me in aboue twenty Duckets, 
borrow ten of 1t, cannot line without Hlluer. 
Orl. lle make what I can of it, ſir, tle be your Broker, 
But not your damb'd broker ; Oh thou ſcuruy knaue, 
«V hat makes a wite turne whore, but ſuch a ſlaue? Ex. 
A;at. How now little chicke, what ayleft, weeping 
For a handfull of Taylors ſhreds? pox on them, arc there 
not ſilkes enow at Mercers? 
Bel I care not for gay feathers, T. 
Mat. W hat docit care for then? why doeſt grieue? 
Bel. W hy doe I gricuc? A thouſand forrowes firike 
At one poore heart, and yet it lines. Marheo, 
Thou art a Gamefter, prethee throw at all, 
Sct all vpon one caſt, we kneele and pray, 
And (truggle for life, yet muſt be caſt away 
Mect mitery quickly then, fplir all, fell all, © | ” 
And when thou halt ſold all, {ſpend it,butTbeſcech thee. | 
Buiid not thy mind on me to coyne thee'more; : 
To ger it wouldſt thou hane me play the whore ? 
Mas. I was yourprofellion before 1 married you. 


Bel. 


nd 


np 


Morrtall, to kill them. 


Say the world made thee her Minnion, that 


be? 


The Quarter day's at hand, how will you doe 
To pay the Rent, Marbeo ? 


Mat. Why *- doe as all of our occupation. doe againſt 
Quarter daies; breake vp houſe, remoue, ſhift your lodg- 


- 


ings,pox a your Quarters, 


- |--Exter Lodonioo.. | 
Led. W here's this Gallant ? 


Mat. Signior Lodowce? : how does my little Mirror 4 


KOO this is kindly done yfaith : welcome by 


crot 


lookelt ſmug and braucly, Noble Mar. 
Mat. Drinke and feed, laugh and lie warme. . 
Led. 'Is this thy. wite ? 


Mat. A poore Gentlewoman, fir, whom 1 make vſe of 


anights, 
Lea. Pay cuſtome to your lips, ſweet Lady. 


Mat. Borrow 1oine ſhells of | him, ſome wine, {weet 


heart. 


Lod. Ile ſend for'tthen yfaith. | 
Mat. You ſend for't? Some wine I prethee. | 
Bel. Lha no money. 

Hat. S'blood,norT :, What wine loue you,Signier ? 

Lod. Here, ore not ſtay, I proteſt;- trouble the Gentle 

woman too much? Exit Bcllafront) 


And what newcs flies abroad, Mathes? 


daics« 
Led. And no doubt ſhall agen. 
The Diuine powers nener ſhoot Darts at men 


Mat. You ſay true. - 
Lod. W hy ſhculd we gricueat want? 


Mat. Troth,none, Oh Sigmior, we ha beene merry inour 


Bel. V mb >it wasindeed ; if all men houl dbe | 
For finnes 1 Area paul agg a6 aa ey 


| 


p | 


Led. And how doeſt,frolicke ? Saue you faire Lady, Thou 


F 


Thy head lay in her lap, 4nd that ſhe danc't thee, _ _.. 
On her wanton knees ſhe conld but giuerhee a whole | 
World : that's all,and that all's nothing ; the worlds 
Greateſt part cannot fill yp one corner of thy heart. _ - 
Say,the three corners were all filld, alas 1 - . 
of what art thou poſſeſt; a thinne blowne glafſe : 
Such as by Boyes 1s put into the aire. © 2 | 
Were twenty Kingdomes thine, thou'dit liue 1n care : 
Thou could'it not fleepe the better,nor line longer, 
Nor merricr be, nor healthfuller, nor ſtronger. 
If then thou wane'ſt, thus make that wancthy pleaſure, 
No man wants all things, nor has all/1n meaſure. 

Mat. Tam the moſt wretched fellow : ſure ſome left. 
handed Prieſt chriſtned me, I am fo valucky : I am ncuer 
out of one puddle or another, ſtill falling. 


Enter Bcllafront, axd Orlando. 

Mat, Fill out wine to my little finger. 

With my heart yfaith. 
Led, Thankes,good CMatheo. 
To your owne ſweet ſelfe. + ; 
. Or. All the Brokers hearts, ſir, |are-made of flint, I can 

with all my knocking, ſtrike but fixe ſparkes of fire our of 
them, herc's fixe duckets, if youle take them. 

Mat. Give me them : an cuill conſcience gnaw them all, 
moths and plagues hang vpon their lowſie wardrobs. 

Led. Is this your man, Matheo? An old Seruingman. 

Orl. You may giue me t'other halfe too,fir ; 

That's the Begger. 

Lod. W hat haſt there, gold? | 

EM at. Alort of Raſcalls are in my debt, (God knowes 
what) and they feed me with bits, with crummes, a pox 
choke them. | $08 

Load, A word, Matheo : be not angry with me, 
Belecue it that I know the toitch of time, 3 
And can part copper(tho it be gilded o're) 
From the true gold: the failes which thou doeſt ſpread, Be 

of Bs W 


or 


The Homſt Whore," 
Would ſhow well, if they were not borrowed. 

The ſound of thy low fortunes drew me hither, 

I giue my ſelfe yntothee, prethee vie me, 

I will beſtow on you a ſtute of Sattin, + 

And all thingselſe to fic a Gentleman, 

Becauſe Iloue you. 

Mat. Thankes, good Noble Knight. 

Lod, Call on me when youpleaſe, | 
Till then farewell. | Exit. 

Mat. Haſt angled ? haſt cut vp this freſh Salmon 7 

Bel. Wud{t haue me be ſo baſe? 

Mat. It's baſe to ſteale, it's baſe to be a whore: FE. 
Thou't be more baſe, He make thee keepe a doore: Ex. 

Orl. I hope he will not ſneake away with all the money; 

will he ? 

Bel. Thou ſeeſt he does. . __ _ 

Orl. Nay then it's well, I{et my braines vpon anypright 
Laſt ; tho my wits be old; yer they are like a witherd pip-+ 
pin,whotſome. Looke you,Miſtris, I told him I had bur fixe 
duckets of the (Knaue) Broker, bur I had cight, and kept 
theſe two for you. * 

Be/. Thou ſhouldſt hane ginen him all. 

Orl. What, to flic hie? 0104s | 
Bel. Like -waues,my miſery drives on miſery. Exit. 
Orl. Sell his wines cloathes from her backe> does my 

Poulterers wife pull chickins aline? He Riots all abroad, 
wants all ar home ; he Dices, whores, ſwaggers, ſweares, 
cheates, bortowes, pawnes: Ile giue him hooke- and line, 
alittle more for all this. 
Yetſure i'th cnd he'll delude all myhopes, | 
And ſhew me a French tricke daric'd onthe ropes: - Exit, 


Enter at one doore Lodouico and Cardle;; 4 anogber Bots, 
ard Miftris Horſleach; Candido ard bis wife 
- appeare in the Shop. 
Lod.Hilt, hiſt, Lieutenant Bors, how do'ſt; man ? 


Car, Whither are you anabling,Madam Horſfleach? 
k F2 Hoof. 


* -y 
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Horſ. About worldly profit;fir ; how doe your Worſhipg> 


Bots. We want tooles, Gentlemen, to furnilh the trade , 
they weare out day and night;they weare ont ill no mettle 


bee left in their backe ; wee heare of two or three new - 


Wenches are come vp, with a Carrier , 'and your old 
Goſhawke here 1s flying at them« 

Led. And faith, what ficth hane you at home ? 

Herſ. Ordinary Diſhes, by my troth, ſweet men, there's 
few good i'th Cittie; I am as well furniſhe as any, and tho 
I ſay it, as well caſtom'd. 

Bats, We haue meares of all ſorts of drefling ; we haue 
ſtew'd meat for your Frenchmen, pretty light picking meat 
fer your Italian, and 'that-which is rotten roaſted, for 'Dex 
Spaniardo. 

Lod. A pox ont. | 

Borg, We haue Poulterers ware for your ſweet bloods, as 
Doue,Chickin,Ducke, Teale,W oodcocke,and fo forth : and 
Butchers incat tor the Citrizen: yet |Muttons fall very bad 
this yecre. 


Lod, Stay, is not that my patient Linnen Draper yonder, ' 


and my fine yong ſmug Miltris,his wife ? . 


Car. Sirra Grannam ,- Ile giue theefor thy fee twenty 


crownes, if thou canſt but procure me the'wearing of yon 
veluet cap. 


Hef. Yow'd weare another thing beſides the cap. Y'are a 
Wage... | | | | 
Bore, Twenty crownes ? we'li ſhare, and [Ie be your pully 
todraw her 00- 
Led. Doo preſently ; we'll ha ſome ſport. 
Horſ.W heele you abontfhyeet monte you ſee, Ile chea- 
pen warcs of the man,whileſt Bors is doing with his wifes / 
Log Too't: if we come into the ſhop ro doe you grace, 
wee'll call you Madam. > | | | 
Bore. Pox a your old face, giue it the badge of all 
faces, a Maſque. fly WF pid 
(and. What is't you lacke,Gentlewoman? Cambricke or 


Laynes, or fine Hollands? Pray draw neere, I can ſell youa 
penny-worth. Bots 


. 0: | 
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Zetr. Some Cambrickefor mp old Ladys.../ 11 1 | 
[and, Cambricke 2 you ſhall, the pureſt thred in Iifley. | 
Led. and Car. Sauc you,Sigmer Candide. > 
Lod. How does my Noble Maſter ? how my faire Miltris? | 


Cord. My Wprfhigfult good Scruant; view-ie well, for tis 
both fine and cuen. Bip 1.3-ch be 6 
(ar. Cry you mercy, Madam,. tho mask'd, I-thought it | 
ſhould be you by your man. Pray'Sig ior, ſhew herthe belt, 
tor ſhe commonly, Fs » g00d. WAIEs 
all-fit 


Cand. Then this or hes oe dogs Vadthib. 
Bots. A word, I pray, thereis 2 waiting Gzntlewoman, of | 
my Ladies : her name is Ruqna, ſaics ſhe's your Kin{woman, | 
and that you ſhould be one i"; her Aunts.. 7... 447 {gt 6 
rife, One of her Aunts ? troth ar, I know her not+ |... | 
© Bors. If it pleaſe you to beſtow the poore labour of your | 
legs at any time, I will be your conuoy thither*., | 
wife. Tam a Snaile,fir, ſeldome. leaue my. houfe, if” t pleaſe | 
her to viſit me, ſhe ſhall be welcome. . ;, ..- x 
Bots. Dog you heare? the naked troth is : my Lady hath 
a yong Knight, her ſonge, who loues you,y'are made,if you 
lay hold vpont :this Iewell he ſends you. 
wife. Sir, | returnehis loue and Tewell with, ſcorne ; let 
goe my.hand,or I ſhall call my husband, You are an arrant 
Knaue. ”*.. _ |: j Exit. 
Lod, What, will ſke doe ? 
Bots. Doe 2 they ſhall all doe if Bots ſets, ypon them once, 


ſhe was As if the hadprofeſt thetrade, ſqueamith ar firſt, at | 
laſt1 WH, | Ns En, a Kotohe ſcar it;ber. 
Pet 1-5 5 4/82, Cohorrakdbf Re 
 Boze, Coppe » COPp ,1 goea fiſhing with thelc baites. 
Lod. She nibBlEA but wid wax Fwalos the books. beepul 
the Cunger-head; her. husband was by :. but thee. bids the 
Gentleman'name any afternoone, am ſhe'll mect him at ber 
Garden houſe, which Tknow......._ ©. /' | 
Led. Is thisnolienow ?_ _ -. I" 
Bore. Dam meadi=nr—s. > EO TIL > rofif bad 
Led. Oh pretheeftaythere, + 1. 1 111 |, r- | 
A FS FT TornrT-1. Ws Bots. | 
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Bots. The ewenty Ohh fir, Pas | 
Lo Before he has his worke warp ? bu on Q my "2H 
W ord, be ſhall pay'tthge.”. Lt paige, 


WY aftciptis; Beraldo, yer gy Rr rY tof Saws 


Aſo, 1 though thou hadſt becne gone into thine owne 
Conntry:- 

B73. No faat la, riiniicy ok diva or tree Fs $. 

Ber. Looke thee, yonders 'the ſhop, and thar Rk man 
himſelfe.”” | 
"Fon: Tho (Halt bat <heapen, and doe as we told thee, to 
put a ieſt vpon him}, toabftte his patience. 

Bry. I faat,l doubt tny-pate ſhall Þe Knocked ; but fa crees 
ſa me,for your ſhakes, 1 will runne'to any Linen Draper in 
hell, come preddy. | 

Omer. Sane you Gallants: © > ef 0 

-| Tag, and Car. Oh, well mer! 

"Card: Yoil! £ oine/no more you fay? I catmor take; bis 

Herſ. Truly llc giuc no More. |" 

{ and. It mult not terch' It. What wud you have, ſw ect 
Gentlemen #'"'// — © 

Aſto. Nay, here's the Crate, '-  Exenet Bots & Horſl, 

Led. The Gardcy-houſe you ſay, ? yes 11 boult our your 
roguery- 


Cand. I will but lay theſe gs af Gan be 6p are all 


1 ud 

deale in, there'sthe beſt, al Draw Snider | "Sins 

Led. Doe.yau heare? 1. 2, 3: $foot, there 4- 
Gallants, ſure your wife is flij yp, and the 4, man ſho 
my life, is rafting fear Wit UE ere | 4: 

Aragon RISER 
If ſhe be vp, ſhe's Ke ſome wares'to flow, 
I haue abouc as good wares as below. 

Led. Haue you ſo.? nay then —— ' 

Cand. Now Geatleaed| jist Cambricks?”, 

Br). 1predeenow let me 4 5. de beff wares. 
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- , . | . 
4 i ; "I > b 3 » 
: 


- 


Cava. 


Card. What deeb es aies, pray Gentlemen ? 
| Lod, he faics weare like to have the beſt wares. 


Cand. The beſt wares? all aytius 4 yet wares doe good, 
And liketo Jet ſicke omes blood. 


Byy. Faat a Deuill prateſt tow Fi 0, a pox on dee, I preddee | 
let me ſee ſome Hollen, to make Linncn ſhirts, for feare-my | 


body belowtfie. 
Cond. Indeed Ivnderfſtand no'word he ſpeakes- 


Car. Mary, he faies; that atthe ſiege in Holand there was 
much bawdry vied among the Souldters, rho they were| 


lowhe.." 1 
Cand. Itrmay beſo, that's likely, true indeed, 
In ny garden, fir, does grow that weed. 


| 


Bry. Pox on de gardens, and de weedes, and de fooles 


or te dere, and decloures; heare ? doeſt make a Hobby-horſe 


Ob Oh fe, he has torne d e Cambricke. 
Cand. *T15 no inatter. 
eAfte. It frets me tothe ſoule. 
Card. So dock not me. + 
My Cuſtomers doe oft for remnants call, 
Theſe are two remnants now, no lofle at all. 
Buz let metell you, were my Seruants here, 
It would ha coſt more. ee Thanke you Gentlemen, 
I vie you well, pray know my ſhop agen. Ext. 
Gmones. Ha ha, ha;come,come,let $goe, let's goe. Exennm, 


Enter Matheo{( brave ) and Bellatront. - 
Aat. How am Tſuited, Fronr:? am | not gallant, ha? 
Bet: Yes, fir, you are ſuited well. | 
AMat- Exch g\vell/and tothe time. 
Bel. The Taylor has plaid his part with yot. 
Mat. And 1 havepind a Gentlemans part with my Tay 


lor, for Iowe himiforthe nar 


Bed. And why did Gf@>! 5: 
Mat. To keepe thefaſhion/Mt's your -onlly Ethic! now 
Wo our beſt ani Gatlants;t6 make therr'T aylors wr 


| 
| 
: 


Fy Tome! p whoy Maul fr 


for their Molar hae? were it: -wwiſedome indeod'ro Pay 
them.ypon the hit edition of a gew ſuires: for cottinonly 
the ſuite 15:6wing for, when the | $ Are Worne out, and 
there's no reaſon then, that the Taylor. ſhould de paid bes 


- forerthe Mercer. 
beſtowed vpon you?! 


Beds this theiſuire che Knight 
Mat. This is theſuite, and I need not ſhame toweare it; 
' for better, men then I would be glad to haue ſuites beſtow. 
ed ontheny, It's xgenerous fellow, —but— pox on him==we 
whoſe Pcricranionsare theyery Limbecks: and. Stillitories 
of good wit,and flic hic, muſt ; wh liquor out of ſtale gx- 
='La Oyſters, Shalloiy Knjght, poore Squire Timarbes:- le 
make a wild Cataine of forty ſuch : hang 7 him, he's an Aſſe, 
he's alwaies fobers -- -| 

Bel. This is your fault, to wound your friends ill. 

Ma. No faith, Front, Lodoxico is a noble Slauonian t it's 
more rare to lee him ing womans.company,then for-a'Spa- 
niard ro goe into Englerd, and to challenge the Englith Fen- 
cers there. — One knockes,>-» Sete— La fa, ſal, la, fa. la, 
ruſtle in Silkes and Satins : there's muſique-4n chis -and a 
Taffety Petticoate, it nake beth flic hit— Catzo. . 


[Enter Bellafiont, aber ber Qrlando hiks binſof with 
' fore menafier ban.. : 
Bel. Matheo? tis my Father, non {hy 


Mas. Ha, Father ?-It's no | matter, hee Gadek no: rarrerd 
Prodigals here. 


Orl. Is not the doore good enough to hold your bluc 
Coates ? away,Knaucs, Weare nor our eloathest hedare 
at knees for me ; beg Heau (nor-mine.) Ohcry 
your Worſhip mercy, fir, was: ſoujewhat: boldco! wks to 
this Gentlewoman,your wife +20 otes T0 T 

Mat. A poore Gentlewomati,far.. » 1K an 
Orl. Stand not,fir, bare.to-me hareddoft » | 
That Serpents who creepe lows b pain 2; 0 fire 


That winged Dragons doe; that ie aloft - 
Mat. 1 it offend you,lr 2 tis for my pleaſure. 


AS A. Mm | 
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Orl. Your plcaſurede'r,fir ; vmhy is this your Palace ? 
Bel. Yes, and our Kingdome, for*tis our contenc, 


* Orl. It's a very poore Kingdome then; whar, are all your | 


Subicts-gone a Sheepe-ſhearing ? nota Maid? not a Man? 


not ſo much as a Car ? # ho keepe a good houle belike, inſt | 


like one of your profeſſton, every roome with bare walls, 


and a halfe-headed bed to vault df 2" (as all your bawdy- | 


houſes are.) Pray whoare your Vpholſtcrs? Oh,the Spiders, 
I ſee, they beſtow hangings vpon you. 

Mat. Bawdy-houſe ? Zounds fir — 

Bel. Oh ſweet eMatheo,pecace. Vpon my knees 
I doe beſcech you,fir, not to arraigne mc 
For finnes, which heanen, I hope, long fince hath pardoned. 
Thoſe flames (like lightning flaſhes) are fo ſpent, 
The heate no more remaines,then where ſhips went, 
Or where birds cut the aire, the print zemaines. 

AMat.Pox on him,kneele to a Dog ? _ 

Bel. She that's a Whore, , 
Lincs gallant, fares well,is not (like me) poore, 
1 ha now as fmallacquaintance with thar finne, 
As if T had neuer knowne it ; that, neuer bin. 


F 


Orl. No acquaintance with it ? what maintaincs thee | 
then? how doeſt line then? has thy husband any Lands? any | 


Rents comming in, any Stocke going, any Ploughs iogging, 
any Ships failing? haft thou any Wares to turne, ſo much 
istoget a ſingle penny by ? yes, thou haſt Ware to ſell, 
EKnaues are thy Chapmen, and thy Shop 1s Hell. 
A/at. Doe you heare, fir? 
Or1.So fir I do heare,fir,more of you then you dreame Ido. 
Mat. Youftic alittle too hie, fir. 
Orl. Why, fir, too hie ? 
Aa. | ha faffred your e, like a bard Cater tra, to 
runne all this while, and ha not ſtopt it. 
Or/,Well;fir, you talkelike a Gamefter. 


Mat. If you cometo bark ather, becauſe ſhee's a poore | 


rogue ; look you, here's a fine path, (ir, and there, there the 
OOTe, 
G Be/. 
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I loue a good hone roaring! Boy, Und ſo —— 

Orl.T Thar $ the Deuill. * 

AMat. Sir,fir, Ile ha no Jones in my houſe to thunder A. 
uaunt ; ſhe ſhall live and be maintained, when you, like a 


keg of muſty Sturgeon,ſhall tinke, W here? 1n your Collin, 


How 2 be a muſty fellow, and lowſic. 

Orl, I know be ſhall be (maintazned, but how ? ſhe like x 
Deane, thou like a Knane ; (he like a Whore, thou like a 
Thictec.- 

Mat. Theife? Zounds Thiefe? 

Bel. Good dearclt Mat. Father. 

Mar. Poxcon you both, Ne not be braued : New Sattin 
ſcornes tq be put downe with bare bawdy Veluet, Thicke» 

Orl. t Thiefe, tart a Murtherer, a Cheater, a W hore- 
monger, a Pot-hunter, a Borrower, a Begger 

Bel, Deare Father. 

Mat. An old Aſe,a Dog, aChurle, a Chuffe, an Viarer, a 
Villaine, a Moth, a mangy Mule, w ith an old. ycluct foor- 
cloth on his backe, fir. 

Bel. Oh me ! 

Orl. Varlet, for this Ile kang thee. 

Mar. Ha, ha, alas. 

Orl. Thou keepeſt a man of mine here,vnder my noſe. 

Mar. Vnder thy beard: | | 

Orl. Asarranta Teſte, for an old Mutton-munger, 
as thy ſclfe, 

Mar. No, as. your ſelfe. 

Orl. As arrant a purſe-take-. as euer cride,Stand, yet 2 
good fellow, TI confefle, and valiant,but he'll bring thee to'th 
Gallon c$; you both hane robd of late two poore Country 

EIS. 

Ma. How's this > how's this? doeſt thon flie hie? rob 
Pcdlers? bearc witnes Frem, rob Pedlers? my man and I a 
Thicke? 

Bel. Oh, fir, no more. 

Orl, 


be 10 *o 
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The Hm Whors, 
Ort.T Knaue, twoPedlers, huc 'and cry is vp, Warrants 

are out, and I ſhall ſeerkee climbe a Ladder. wear 

Mae. And come downe againe as wellas a Bricklayer, or | 

a Tyler. How the vengeance knowes he this? 1f I behan- | 

scd,lle tell the people I marricd old Friſcabaldoes Davghter, | 


*, - 


lle friſco you, and your old carkas. | 
Orl. Tell whatthou canſt; if I tay here longer, I ſhall bee 

hang'd too, for being in thy company; theretore,as i found | 

you, Ileaue you. | | [9 
Mar. Kneele, and gct money of him. | 
Orl. A Knauc and a Queane, a Thiefe and. a Strumpet, a 

couple of Beggers, a brace of Baggages. | 
Mar, Hang vpon him. 1, 1, fir, tare you well; weare ſo: 

follow-cloſkw- we are Beggers— in Sattin—to him. 
Bel. Is this your comfort, when ſo many yecres 
You haleft mefrozen to death ? 
Orl. Freeze {till, ſtarue ſtill. - -. --. ---. 
Bel. Yes, ſo ſhall; 1 await; I muſtand will. 

If as you ſay I'm poore, relicue-me theny 

Ler me not fell my body to bale men. 

You call me Strumpet, Heauen'knowes I am none: 

Your cruelty may driue me to be one : 

Let not that finne be yours, let not the ſhame 

Of common Whore liue longer then my name> 

That cunning Bawd (Neceſhty) night and day 

Plots ro vndoe me; driue that Hag away, 

Leit being at loweſt cbbe, as now Iam, 

Iſinke for euer. + 
Orl. Loweſtebbe, what cbbe? |» 
Bet. So poore, that (tho totell it be mynſhame? | 

I am not worth a dith to hold my mearte ; 

[ amyer poorer, I want bread to eate. bY 406 
Orl. It's not ſecne by your cheekes. 

Mae. I thinke lic has read an Homcly eb tickle to hit oF 

rOgue. [ib theg 

Orl. Want bread ? there's Sattin : bake thate Fier's 

Mate S'blood, makePaſties of my cloathes? ah 
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Mar. Will you eat that, far ? ... OTE | | 
Orl. I could fealt ten goed fellowes with thoſe Hangers, 

Mat. The pox youThall. TH | 

Orl. I ſhall not (till thow-beggeſt,) thiake thouart poore; 
And when thou beggeſt, Ile feed thee at my doore, 

As I fecd Dogs, (with bones)cill then deg, 

Borrow, pawue,[teale,and havg, turne Bawde. 

W hcn th'art no W hore, my heart-(trings ſure 

Would crack, were they tained MOTcs | Ev. 

Mat. This 15 your Father, your dainn'd —» confuiion 
lisht vpon allthe generation'of you; hecan.come bragging 
hithcr with fourc white | Herrings ( at's taile) in blue 
Coates without rogs intheir bellies, bur I\may f{taruc ere tc 
give me fo much as a cob. | | 

Bel. VV hat tell you me of this? alas. 

Mat. Goe trot after your Dad, doe you capitulate, Ne 
pawne not for you, Ile norſtcale to. be hanged. for tuch an 
hypocriticall cloſe common Harlot : away, you Dog—— 
Brauc yfaith ! Vds foot, Giue me ſome mcate» 

Bel, Yes, Sir. | Exit, 

Mar. Goodman ſlaue,my man too, is gallop'd to the De- 
will athe tother ſide ; Pacheco, le checo you. Is this your 
Dads day?Ezglard (they ſay) is the onely hull for Horſes,and 
onely Paradite for Women : pray get you to that Paradiſe, 
becauſe y'are called an Honeſt Whore ; there they line none 
but honeſt whores with a pox: Mary here in our Citty, all 


our ſex are bur foot-cloth Nags: the Maſterno ſooner lights, 
but the man leapes into the ſaddle, 


| Enter Bellafront. 
Bel. Will you fit downe I pray, fir ? 


:idriffe in ſalt, as I cate this : — muſt I choake —- my 


Farher Friſcabalde, I ſhall make a pirtifull © of you 
Orlende,if youtall once into my hngers— Here's theſauo- 


reſt 


Mar. I could teare (>y'th Lord) his fleſh, and cate his. 


— 
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CN 
reſt mear: } hagoraſtomacke with "chafing. What Rogue 
thould tell him of thoſe two Pedlers?A plague choake him, 
and gnaw him to the bare bones : come fill. 

Bel.\Thou fweareſtwith verv ger, good {iweet,vex not, 
'las,'tis no fault of mine. 

Srunt{nt6aay 4 didft: buy this Mutton ? I nener felt better 
Il Lo 
Be/. Ancighbopr ſent it me. 
Enter Orlando. 

Mar. Hah,neighbour?foh,my mouth finkes, you w hore, 
doe you beg victuals for me ? Ts this Sattin doubler to blec 
bumbaſted with broken meat? Tak: vp the ftoate. | 

Orl, What will you doegfir | 
Maz.Bcat out the neuter of DCGoOUlys Exit Bell afrof | 
Orl. Beat out an Aﬀes head of your owne ; a: way Miſrs. 

Zownds, doe but touch one haire of her, and Ne to quilr 
your cap with old Iron; that your coxcombe {hall ake the 
worſe thelc ſeuen yeeres for't: Does ſhe I60ke like a roal F 
Rabvber, that you muſt hauc the head for the braines? {| 

Mat. Ha, ha : Goe out of my doores; you Rogue, away, 
foure markes trud Te, C 

Orl. Foare markes ? no, fir, my twenty pound that you ho 
made flic hie,and 1 am gone. 

Mat. Muſt I be fed with chippings? y'are deſt get a cla - 
diſh, and fay y*areProtos to tome Spittle-houte. .W here 
haſt thou becne, Pacheco ? come hirher my little Tarky- 
cocke. 

Ort; 1 cannot abide, fir, to ſee a woman wrong 'd,not I, 
Mar. Sirra, herewas my Father-in-law to day. * | 
Orl. Piſh, then pare full of Crownes. , 
Mat, Hang him, he would ha thruſt crownes ypon me, to 

haue falne in agaiue, but I ſcorne caſt-cloarhes, or any mahs 
old. 
2 Or1. But mine : how did he brookethat 4 fir?) 

Mar. Oh: {wore like a dozen of drimken Tinkers ; at {pit 
gro foule in words, he arid foure of his men dre w vPp- 
on me, fit, 
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Or.Inyour houſe? wud I had bin by. -- 

Aaz. I made no more adoe, but fell to'my old locke, and 

lo thraſhed my blug Coates, and. old. crabrree-face my ta- 
ther-in-law, and then walkt ikea Lion ia my grate. 

Orl. Oh Noble Malter | 

Mat. Sirra, he could tell me of the robbing the two 
Pedlers, and that warrants are outfor vs both, 

Orl. Good, fir, like notthoſecrackers. 

at. Crackhalter, wut ſet thy foot to mine ? 

Orl. How,ſir ? ar drinking. 

Mat, We'll pull that old Crow mf Father : rob thy Ma- 
ſter. Iknow the:houſe, thou the feruants: the purchaſe is 
pin the plot to get itcaſie, the! Dog will not part from a 

One. 

Ort. Pluck't out of his throat |then : Ne ſnafle for one, if 
this can bite, - 

Mate Say no more, ſay no more,old cole, mect|me anon at 
the ſigne of the Shipwracke. | 

Orl. Yes, tir. 

Mar. And dolt heare,man?— the Shipwracke. Exit. 

Orl. Th'art at the Shipwracke now,and hke a/{wunmer 
Bold (but vnexpert) with thoſe waues doeſt play, 

Whole dalliance (whorclike) isto caſt thee away. 


Enter Hipollito ard Bellafront, 
Orl. And here's another Veſſell, (better fraught, 
But as 11} mar'd) her ſinking yiil be wraught, 
It reſcue come not ; like a Man of warre 
le therefore brahely ont: ſomewhat Ne doe, 
And cither ſave them both, or periſh roo. Exits 
Hep. It-is my fate to be bewirtched by thoſe eyes. 
Bel. Fate? your folly, | ' 
Why ſhould my face thus mad you ? 'las, thoſe colours 
Arc wound vp long agoe, which beauty fpred,// 
The fiowres that once grew here, are withered, 
You turn'd my blacke foale white, made it looke new; 
And ſhould I ſinne, it ne'r ſhould be with you. hy 
Pa 
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We meti'th Liſts-together, ygu-remem 
You were a common Rebel; with one palec 


IT won youto Come Is. . | * ; 


Bel. You did. 
Hy. Ile try i 


If now I can beate downe this Chaſtity 


With the ſame Ordnance ; will you yeeld this Fort, 


If with the power of Argument new (as then) 
I get of youthe conquelt :as before | | 
I turnd you honeſt, now to turne you whore, 
By force of ſtrong perſwaſion? 

Bel. It you can, 
I yeeld. 

Np. The allarm'sſtrucke vp : Fm your mans 

Bel. A woman giucs defiance, 

Bel. Beginne+ - | + + =, + +» 
'Tisa braue batraile to enconnter finne. 


He. You men thatare to-tight in the ſame warre, 


To which I'm preſt,and pleade at the ſame barre, 
To witne a woman, if you wud haue me ſpeed, 
Scndall your wiſhes, 

Bel. No doubt y'are heard, proceede, 

Hip, To be a Harlot, that you ſtand vpon, 
The very name's a charme to make you one, 
Harlot was a Dame of ſodiuine ; 
And rauiſhing touch, that ſhe was Concubine . 
To an Engliſh King : herſweet bewitching eye . . 
Did the Kings heart-ſtrings in ſuch loue-knors rye, 


That euen the coyeft was proud when ſhe could heare.. 


Men ſay,Behold ; another Harlot there ; 
And her all women that were faire 
Were Harlots call'd, as to this day ſome are : 
Beſides her dalhaace, ſhc fo well does mix, 
That ſhe's in Latine calf'd the Meretrix-  _ 
Thus for the;name ; for the profeſſion, this, 


Hip. Your hand, lleoffer'youfkire ur glans fiſt” ' 
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Who lies 1 f 
This os OW-Cal ye 
And who (than,whores 
- As Junoes proud bir preads'the faircſt.cat 
Sodocs aStrumpet hotlt the loftieft faile. -- 
She's no mans ſlaue; (menare ker\flanes) her eye 
Moues nor on wheeles ſcrews vp with tealowſie 
She (Horſt,ar Coacht) does merry ionmneys make, 
Free as the Sunne inlusgilt Zodiake =: / 4 4.1. 
As braucly does ſhe ſhine, as faſt the's: driven, *! ** 
But ſtaics not long inany houſe of Heauen ;- --  * 
But ſhifts from $1gae, to Signe, ker amorousprizes 
More rich being when ſhe's downe;then when ſheriztse 
In briefe, Gentlemen haunt them,$Soldicrs fight or them, 
Few men but know them, few or none abhorre them; 
Thus (for ſport ſake) ipeake I, as toa- woman; 
W hom(as the worſt ground) L would turne to common: 
But you I wonld encloſe for mineowne bed, 
Bel. So ſhould a husband be difbonared. 
Hip. Difzonoured not a, whit zto fall roone * 
(Beſides your husband) 15 to fall-to none, 
For one no mmber ys... ,<+ 
Bel. Faich,ſhould you take | 
One in your bgd, would yauthat reckoning make? 


'Tis time you ſound retreats, | + 
- Hep. Say, haveT wonnc, 
Is the day ours? 
Bel. The battaile's but halfe done, 
None but your ſclfe. haue yet ſounded alannes,” 
Let vs {trike roo, clfe you diſhonotr armes; 
Hip. If you can winthe day, | * + 
The giortt's yours. 
Bel. To proue a woman ſhould not be a whore, 
When ſhe was made, ſhe had one manandino more,. 
Yet ſhe was tied to lawes then, for (cucn than) © 
Tis faid, ſhe was not made for men, butman« + + 
Anon, increaſe earths brood, thelawwas varied, 
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Men 


The Honefl nhore_. 
{wa ſhould take many wines : and'tho they married 
hcconting o& cone AN AR yet*tis notknowne, 

that thoſe wines were onely tied roone. 

New Parliaments were fince : fornow ane woman 
Is ſhared betweene three hundted,nay the's common ; 
Common ?as ſpotted Leopards, whom for ſpor* 

Men hunt, to get the fleth, but care nor for't. 

So (p readthe > Nets of gold,and tune rheir Calls, 

To 7 chadde nxt wor to take falls: - 
Swearing $,(which that a} ln win) | 
They'll hiret - Dev to come with falſe Dice 1n. 

Oh Sirens ſurtletunes ! your ſclues you flatter, 

And our weake ſex betray, ſo men loue water; 

It ſcruest0 wath their hands, but (being once foule) 
The water downe is powred, caſt out of doores, 
And cuen of ſich baſe vie doe men make whores. 

A Harlot (like a Hen) more ſweetnes reapes, 

Topicke men one by one vp, then in heapes: 

Yet all feeds but confounding. Say you ould taite me, 
I ſerue but for che time, and when fheday 

Ot warre is done, am caſheerd out of Sree 

If ike lame Soldiers I could beg, that's all, 

And there's luſts Rendez-vous,an Hoſpitall. 
Whothen would be a mans flaue, a mans woman ? 
She's halfe ſtara'd the firſt day tharfeeds in Common. 

Hip. You ſhould not feed fo, but with me alone. 
Bel. If I drinke poiſon by ſtealth, is't not all one? 
Ist not ranke poiſon ſtill? with you alone { 
Nay fay you ſpide a Cprtezan, whole ſoft ſide 
To touc ud ſell your dirth-right for one kiffe, 
Be rack'd, the's won, y'are ſated:what followes this? 
Oh,then you ple Bawd that toald you in, 
(The Nig! he) you curfe your Juſt, you loath the fin, 
Youloath her v ory fiohe and ere the day 
Ariſe, you rife fad when y are ftolne away. 
Eucn {on when. you are ke with all her ſweets, 
There” $ no tri"e leafures in a UH, ſhectes. 


Like Dancers vpon rop 


So coorle as you would make them,tell me why 

You ſo long loued the trade? - | _. 
Bel. Ifall the threds |. | 

Of Harlots lyues be fine as you would makethem, 

W hy dot not you perſ[wade your wife turne whore, 

And all Dames elſe to fall befcrethat (1a ? 

Like an ill husband (cho I knew the ſame, 

To be my vndoing) followed I thatgame. 

Oh when the worke of Luſt had earn'd my bread, 

To taſte it,how I trembled, left each dit, 

Ere it vent downe, ſhould choake me (chewing it?) 

My bed {cem'd like a Cabin hung 1n Hell, | 

The Bawde Hells Porter, and the hckortſh wine * 

. | The Pander fetch'd, was like an caſfic Fine,, 

For which,me thought I leal'd away my ſonle, 

And oftehtimes (cuen in my quaihng bole) 

Thus ſaid I to my felfe, Iam a whore, _ 

And haue drunke downe this much confuſton more, 
Hip. It is a commen rule, and; tis moſt true, 

Two of one trade neuer loue ; no ore doe you. 

Why areyou ſharpe 'gainſt that you once profeſt ? * 

Bel. W hk y doate you on that, which you did once deteſt? 

I cannot ({ecing ſhe's wouen of ſuch bad ſtuffe ) 

Set colours on a Harlot baſe enough, 

Nothing did make me,whenlIloued them beſt, 

To loath them morethen this ; when in the ſtreet 

A faire yong modeſt Damſell Ldid meer,,. . 

She ſcem'dro all a Doue (when T paſl'd by) 

And IT (toall) a Raucn : cuery eye 

That followed her, went with a baſhfull glance 

. At me, each bold and ietring countenance © © | _ 
Darted forth ſcorne : to her pM if the had big 


Some Tower Wikre mann (= d they yaile,. 
oilted cucry faile. | 
| 1... 


'Gainſt me ſwolne Rumor 


Hy. IFall the threds of Hatlots lyues arc Tpun, wt 
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She (crown'd' with reuerend praiſes) pifſed by them; | 
I (tho with face' maskt) could not ſcape the hem, 
For (as if Heauen had ſet ftrange markes on W hores, 
Becauſe they ſhould be pointing ſtocks ro man) 
Dreit vp 1ncluiteſt ſhape a Curtizan. 
Let her walke Saint-like, notelefle, and vynknowne, 
Yet ſhe's betraid by ſome tricke of her owne. 
Were Harlots therefore wife, they'd beſold deare: 
For men account themgood bur for one yeere : 
And then like Almanatkes (whoſe datesare gone) 
They are throwne by, and no morelookt vpou- 
Who'le therefore backward fail, who will tanch forth 
In Seas ſo foule, for ventures no more worth ? 
Luſts voiage hath{(ifnot this courſe) this crofſe, 
Buy ne'r ſo cheape; your Ware comes home with loſie. 
W har, ſhall Tfſound retreat > the battaile*'s done: 
Ler the world indge which of vs two hauewon, 
Hyp.I! | 
. Bel. You? nay then as cowards'doe in fight, ] 
W hat by blowes cannot, ſhall be ſaucd by fight. Exit, 
Hip. Flie ro earths fixed Center 3 to the Caues 
Of cuerlaiting horror, He purſire thee, 
(Tho loaden with ſinnes) etten to Hells brazen doores. 
Thus witcſt men turne fookes, doting on whores. | Exit« 
Hh Co ane. 
Enter the Duke, Lodouico, and Orlando : afrer them Tnfglice, 
+ Carolo, Aſtolto, Beraldo, Fontincll, 


| IP 
Orl. Theſcech your Grace (tho your eye be ſo piercimg) as 
vnder a poore blue Coate, tocull out an honeſt Father trom 
an old Scruingman : yer good my Lord difconer not the plot 
to any, but onely this , Gentleman that is now to be an. 
Acorin our enſuing Comedy!” © ! $46"F 
Dube. Thou haftrhy wiſh; Orlando, paſſe vnknowne, 
Sforſa ſhall onely goe along with thee, | 
To ſee that Warrant ſerned vpon thy Some. y 
Led.To attach kim wpon fetlonyyfot 2: Pedlers:igt not fo? 
+ | H 2 


Ori, 


Ovl. | GR, Nb Ki 2 thoſe Pedlers. were two 

Knaues 0 gimp fleec'd the men before, and now he pur. 

ſes to flea the Maſter. Fj rob-me, his teeth waterco 

be nibbling at my Sold uruhis ſhal hang him by'th gills,zuf 
I pull him on ſhore. 

Dakg. Away : ply youthe buſineſſe. | 

Orl. Thankes to your Grace z but my good Lord, for my 
Daughter. 

Duke. You know what hane faid. 

Orl. And remember what I hane {worne : She's more ho- 
neſt, on my ſoule, then one of the Turkes Wenches, watcher 
by a hundred Eunuches. | 

Led So ſhe had need, for the Turkes make them whores, 

Orl. He's a Turke that makes any woman a- Whore, hoe's 
no true Chriſtian I'm ſure. I commit your. Grace. 

Daks. Infelice. 

os Here, fir. 

Lo Signior Friſc Fri riſcabalds. | 

Orl. Frikingagy a f ' be 
Lod. Yds ſo, wee'll have ſome ſport ack this. ye 
Warrant : tis to ap ape wx all ſaſpeted perſons in in in te 
houſe ; 'Belides.there $ pane "a Pander, 


- Horſleacha Bawde, that haue \ as en my "roo ye Uerxownr Y 
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Coneyes will we ferret. into the 


Orl, Let me alone fox, gdabbing them o'thnecke come, ye 
come» 

Led.Doe ye heare,Gallanes? mect me anon at <Afarheor. 

Omnes. Enough. Exant Lodouicogr Ortando« 

Duke. Thold Fellow ſings that note thou didſt before, 
Onely his tunes are, that ſhe is no yervel | 
Bur that ſhe ſent his Letters and 
Out of a Noble Tri 


He leueld all her choughts,and made them fit: 
Now he'd marre all agtea,to try his wit. 
Dakg. It may beſo roo, for to-turne a Harlot 
Hoack, it mult be by ftreng Antidots;, 
'Tis rare, as-to{ce Panthers change their \ none 
And when ſhe's once a Starre (fixed) and thines bright, 
Tho 'twere impiety then to dim her light, 
Becauſe we ſec {uch Tapers ſeldome burne. 
| Yer'tis the pride and glory of ſome: men, 
Woe pods mary 
_ Anditmay be, H; No-Mmore. 
It el_be y are acquainted all 
With that ſame madnefſc of our Sonne-in-law, 
That dotes {o on a Curtizan. 
Omnes. Yes,my-Lord- - 
Car. All the City thinkeshe's a Who ger 
Aft. Yet I warrant,hel ſweare,no man markes hims 
h Trl ona Hare was ry” Tels -niprbel 
' he hada incki caery one. ! [m-out, 
yet.he fedles1t not;tho it berancker then the ſwear of fix- 
teene Bearewarders. | 2) nn 
Dwkg. 1 doube then you haue all thoſe ſtinking breaths, 
You might bealbſmelt our. . | 'E 
(#7. Troth my Lord,Ithinke we are-all as you ha binin 
your youth when you went a Maying, we all loueto heare 
the Cuckoo fing vpon other mens Trees. 
Dotg. It's well yet youronfeſſe : but Gale, thy bed 
Shall not be parted with a Curtizan= cis ſtrange, 
pe, nofiowne oth poor Lad, © 


Moones 


\" 4494 | Hz 


The Howe 
In's face,my Lord;all Full of chan 
Dwke. He's no more like vnto Hpe ay 
Then dead menare to lining-— neuer leepes,” 
Or if he doe, it's dreames'; and inthoſedreames -- 
His armes worke, and then Rey hey 
Name, what's the. drabsnartic d-4 7 
Aſt. 1n troth, my Lord, I kiiow not, 
I know no drabs, nat p 
Duke. Oh, , Belafrew 
And catching her fall cries My Belafpont.” | 
Car. Adrench that'sable ro kill Horſe, cannot kill this 
rremag of Smock-{mclling, my Lord, if it haue once caten 
ExPCs 
Dole, Herry all Phiſick e, and chis Med'cine firſt = 
| ThavedireRted Warrants {tron andpefempeory - 
(To purge our Citty Afill&z, andto' cure the outward 


Parts,the Suburbes) forthe ayer 
Of all thoke _ who! old) wayt waight, 
Cirties (like Ships Palate ac pgliefraight” 


Cay. No,my Lord.and light wenthes areino ii fight; 
But what's your Graces reach in this ? -+1..: / 

Duke. This (Carole,) If ſhe whomm Son deates on, 
Bc 1n that Maſter-booke enrold, he'll fame => p50 dgict 1s! 
Euertapproach one-of ſuch pay camamry 

- Car But ſay ſhe benot?! |/ © 5; WY 0960 ft; 

Dske. Yct on Haclots cal: | 5 


New Lawes ſhall fall ſo heany endfrh blowes hall 
Giue to thoſe that Haungatien;chindtpulths ©. { 465 TOR 2.G1il 
(Ifnot for teare of Law)ifor loueto her, 51.111 | } 2017" if lf 
If he loue truely, ſhall her bed Gorbeare.21'! 1.11 bs 5103s M4 
Car. Attach all the light heeles 'thiCitty,and clepeniygs 
why,my Lord ? you diue into-a Welt-vnſcarchable ralÞt 
W hores within the  withdut the walls 1 avenldiot 
be he ſhould meddle with thei for tem; ſuch>Dnkedomes; 
the nei hay you Links 15able to fillalt the x priſbes 
withinthis Citty, an toemncnor a drinkimgievo re _ 
Taucrne befides, *; APA IT 5 6 If 
| 4 preril 


aa wennd aw —_— 


$ 
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Duke. Thoſe onely; ſhall be caughrrhat are oFnote,". 
Harlets in each ſtreet flow : - - + 
The fiſh being thus ith net, our ſelfe will fit, 
ter with aye moit {cucre diſpoſe of it, ——come,Girle. 
Car. ; Araigne the poore W hore, -- | ! 
Aft. le not miſe that: Sefhions. 
Font. Nor |. 
Ber. Nor 1, 
TholI hold vp my hand chere my ſolfe. Exeant. 


' Enter Matheo, Orlando, and Lodouico. 
Mat. Let who will come (myNoble Shauiletr) I can but 
play the kind Hoaſt and bid vm welcome. 
Led. We'll trouble your houſe ( Adatbeo)but as Dutchmen 
doc in Tauerncs (drinke,be merry,and be:gone.) © | 
On. Jadeed if. yoube right Durchmen,if 'you fall to drink» 
1g, you mult be gong,” / |} - 
Mat. The worlt is, my wife ts not at home; but we'll flie 
lic (my generous Knight) forall chat : there's no Mutike 
when a WOmanys.in = conſort. . : | 
Ort. No, for {he's like apaire of Virginals 
Alwaics with Iackes at her.taule» 


Exter Aſtolfo,Carolo, Beraldo, Fontinell. 

Loa. See, the Couy 1s ſprung. 

Omer. Saue you Gallants. 

Mat. Happily encounterd, ſweet bloods, 

Led. Gentlemen, youall know Signior Candids, the Linnen 
Draper, he thar's more patient then a browne BaKer, vpon 
the day 'when he hcatcs his Ouenz and has for ty Seolds a= 
dout-hims .. ....; 

Ones. Yes, we know him all, what of him? 
*Lod. Wud it not be a gocd fit of mit th,to make a 
of Engliſh cloth of 'him,and to ſtretch himen the Tai 
cf Lily A threds gf hi fhisowne naturall humos-cracke; tak. 
x healths;Tobaceo,dance,fing bawdy ings, 


ns a hias according a6-we: thinke-govdto call _ 


eee 


In's facs.my 4 Lofdzall fullof change. '' | 
Dwuke. HC $no more like vnto Hepollits, - 

Then dead menare to lining — nener fleepes,* 

Or if he doe, it's dreames/; and ip thoſe dreameg *- 

His armes work Cn and rhen Tun MES ac wag h Nex 

Name, what's the drabsnatne ?' | + 
Aft. In troth, my Lord, 1 know not, 

I know no drabs, not o 


Dwhke. Oh,  Belfrew : 
And catching her cries, My Belaf ant. 


Car. Adrench thar'sable rokilid Forſe cannot kill this 
diſeaſe of Smock-{melling, my Lord, if it haue once' eaten 
dceepe. 

Duke. Netry all Phiſicke, andthis Med cine firſt = 
I hauc directed Warrants {trong andpetemprory + 
« (To purge our Citty Millen, and:to' cure the outward. 
Parts,the Suburbes) for the artac 

Of all thoke women, who/(like gold way waight, 


Gicties (like Ships ſhould hiucns wiefraight* - : il * 


Car. No,my and light wenthes 2 are-no idte nigh 
But what's your Graces reach in this ? .+ 1; 

Duke. This (Carole,) If ſhe whom'm Son eaves _ | 
Be 1n that Maſter-booke enrold, he'tl fin yor 
Euer tapproach 6neof ſuch 9090 apguen 

- Cat But ſay the benot? | '. M 11% _ dy 4 

Dwke. Yet on Haclots heads: 19755Þ ior 
New Lawes ſhall fall ſo heauy, andfuch owe hal © 
Giue to thoſe that:-haunethem;thatHipollvo : io 5 7110 


(IFnot for feare of Law)ifor loueto her, 55.1 ir 20796 "Hol 


If he loue truely, ſhall her bed Gorbeare.:: 4 iid batads 124) 
Car. Attach all the light herles i'thiCirty,and clap 
why,my Lord ? you diue intoa Wellvnſearchable« rallth 
W hores within the walls,& withduethe walls 8 
be he ſhould meddle with then for ten! ſuck>7? 
the Army that you ſpeake on; isable to Hiltalt the wr 
withinthis Citty, and to leanenot a drinkingiruome 2M arty 
| Tacrne beſides, | HA vt 26 57233071 M17 4 


Duke. Thoſe onely, ſhallbe hethkd ae m_ 
Harlets in each ſtrcet flow : caly 
The fiſh being thus I'th net, our ſelfe will fit, 


And wimh eye moit ſeuere diſpoſe of it, ——come;Girle. 


er _ Car. | Araigne the poore Whore, -- 
Aft. le not _ that: Scflions. 
Font. Nor [. 
Ber. Nor 1, 
TholI hold vp my hand cheremy ſclfe. Exeant. 
N13 ' Enter Matheo, Orlando, and Lodouico, 
en Mat. Let who will come (my-Noble Shauilerr) I can but 
play the kind Hoaſt,and bid vm welcome. 
Led. We'lltrouble your houſe ( Matbeo) but as Dutchmen 
doe in Tauernes (deinke,be merry,and be-gone.) 
Or. Jndeedif yoube right Dutchmen,if y you fall to drink» 
ing, you mult be gope, -. 
Mar. The worlt is, my wife ts not at home ; but we'll flie 
hie (my generous Knight) forall that: there's s no Mutike 
when a Womans. che conſort. . . | 
Or4. No, for ſhe's like apaire of Virginals, | 
Alwaies with Iackes at her.taules 
_'Exter Aſtglfo,Carolo, Beraldo, Fontincll. 
Lea. See, the Couy is ſprung. 
Omresr. Saue you Gallants,. + 
Mat. Happily encounterd, {ſweet blovels 
f Led. Gentlemen, youall know Sigmior Candids, the Linnen 
7 Draper, he that's more patient then a browne Baker, vpon 
4 the day 'when he hcatcs his Ouenz and has for 44 Seolds q- 
Y bout:hims .. ....; 
- Ones. Yes, we know hin all, whatof him? 
t *Lod. Wud it not be a gocd fit of mit th,to make a Jy 
F of Engliſh cloth of him,and to ſtretch him onthe Tai 
1 tall the.ths inks hi owne naturall humos-erarke,; by-ma- 
1 king him ues dance, ting bawdy tongs, 
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(#- 'Tweres Morris dance worth theſeeings + 
hunt one 


Aft. But the old Fox is ſo crafty, we ſhall 
of his den. | 1 41 "- 

Mas. To that traine I ha giuen firealready ; andthe hook 
ro draw him hither, is to ſee certaine pieces of Lawrie, 
which I told him 1 haue to (ell, and i haue ſuch ; fetch 
them downe, Pachecs. v 


Ort. Yes,ſir, I'm your Water-ſpanniell, and will fetch any 


thing; but Iic fetch one diſh of meat anon, thall rarne your | 
ſtomacke, and that's a Conſtable. Exit. 


Emer Bots whering Miftris Horſleach, 
Omnes. How now ? how now F 

Ca. What Gally-foilt is this ? 

Led. Peace, two diſhes of ſtew'd. prunes, a Bawde and a 
Pander. My (han: (p19 7A RY Bets; why;now I fee thart 
a-man of thy word, welcome; welcome Miſtris Horfleach : 
' Pray Gentlemen, ſ{alutc this reuerend Matron. 

Herſ. Thankes to alt your Worſhips. 
Lod. Fbade a Drawer ſend'in wine too: did none com 
along withthee (Grannam) but the Lieutenant? | 

Horſ. None came along with me but Bets, if itlike your 
Worſhip. 


Bots, Who the pox ſhould come along with you but Bots? 


Enter two Vintners. 


Omnes. Oh braue | march faire. 

Lod. Are you come? that's well. - 

Mas. Here's Ordnance able to {acke a Citry. 
Led. Come, repeat, read this Inuentory, 


T. Vint. Imprimis, a pottle of Greeke wine, a portle of 


Peter {a meene, a pottle of Charnico, and a pottle of Zi- 


Lod. Y'arc paid? . LLC IgE 
2. Vins.. Yes Sir. | ExenmPV miners, 
Me.So ſhall ſome of vs be anon, I feare, 


Bows. Here's a hot day towards: but zounds, this is the 


life. 
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The HonelWwwbire3: 
fe out of whichia _ fuck Fvbctnctle when this Ar- 
tillery goes off roundly;fome p to the ground: Can- 
non, Demy-cannon, Saker,and Baſalick. Fe 4 
Led. Guae fire, Lieutenant, b |. 
Bo#2. So, for Muft I venture firſt vpon the breach ? to you 
all,Gallants : Bots ſets vpon you all. F- 
Ommez. Its hard (Bets) if we pepper not you, as well as | 
you pepper VS» | 


Enter Candido. | 

Lod. My noble Linnen Draper! Some wine ; Welcome 
old Lad. 

Mat. Y are welcome, Signier, 

(nd. Theſe Lawnes,ltr? © 

Mea. Preſently, my man is gone for them : we ha rigged 
a Fleet, you ſeehere, toſaile abeut the-world, 

Card. A dangerous Voyage,ſailingin ſuch Ships, 

Bots. There's no caſting ouer boord yet. * 

Led. Becauſe you are an old Lady, I will haue you be ac- 
quainted withthis graue-Citrizen, pray beſtow your lips 
vpon him, and bid him welcome. , 

Horſ. Any Cirtizen ſhall be moſt welcome to me : =— I 
haue vſed to buy ware at your ſhop. 

Cand. It may be fo, good Madam. 

Hor. Your Prentices know my dealings well ; I truſt 
your good wife be in goodcaſe : if it pleafe you, beare her x 
token from my lipss by word of mouth. 

Card. I pray no more forſooth, tis very well, mdeed I 


loue no ſweet meats : — Sh'as ® breath ſhnkes worſe then 


fifty Polecats. Sir,a word, is ſhea Lady? ; 
Led. A woman of a good houſe, and an; ancient, ſhee's a 


Bawde. 


Cand, A Bawde? Sir, Ike fteale hence, and ſce your 


Lawnes ſome other time. 


Mat. Steale out 'of ſach company ? Pacheco? my man 1s 


bur gone for em : Lieutenant Boro, drinke wp this worthy old 
fellow, and teach him to flic tte. 


I Omer. 
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Ominer. Swagger:and makthim doo'ton bis knees. © | 
. Cand. How, Boer? now blefſe me, what 'fGocl with Boys 
m0 winc in footh, no.witte,go0d Maſter Bore + 
Bore, Gray-beard, Goats pizzle ; 'tis-a health, haue this 
in your guts, or this, there : 1 will ſing a bawdy fong, fir, be. 
cauſe your vergis face is melancholly;'ro make liquor goe 
downe glib ; will you fall on your maribonegand pledge 
this health, *tisro my Miltris, a whore 2+ © + | 
Card. Here's Ratsbane vpon Ratsbane : Malter Bots, T | 
prays fir, pardon me : you're Soldier prefie me not to this 
{cruice, I am old, and ſhoot not. in ſuch pot-gannes. 
Borg. Cap, Ile teach'yous | 
Caxd. To drinke healths, is to-drinke ſicknefle ;| Gentic- 
men, pray reſcue me» | ': 
; Bors. Zounds, who dare ? 
Omnes. We ſhall ha ſtabbing then ? 
(and. Tha reckonings to calt vp, good Maſter Bots. 
Bots. This will make you caſt cm vp better. | 
Led. W hy does your hand ſhake ſo? 
Crd. The palfie, Signiors, danceth in my blood. 
p Bots. Pipe with a pox, fir, then, or Ile ;make your blood 
ance | Bas 
Cand. Hold, hold, good Maſter Bots, I drinke. 
Omnes. To whom? ., + \'| / 
Cana. Tothe old/Counteſle there, - | 
- Herſ. To me,old Boy ? this is he that ncuer drunke wines. 
ence agen too't. | 
Cand. With much adoe the poiſon is got downe,, 
. : ThoIcanſcarce get yp; neuer before 
.-*-, Dranke Ia whores health, nor will neuer more. 


Enter Orlando wth Lawnes, 
Mat. Hait bin at Gallowes ? | 
Orl. Yes,fir, for I make account to ſuffer todays 


Mat. Looke,Signur:; here's the Commodity. 
Cand. Your NS. " 


eats Thus « 


Card 


Cana. No.: toodeare.srhus. 1967 Get) 
| at, No; Ohie, you muſt fic a gies \yet take ro home, 
trifles ſhall not make vsquarrell,we'lLagree, you ſhallhave 
them, and .4- Hemmoyatch, Ue fetch money. at yourſhop.! 
Cand. ok it {0, good Si end me going, - 
Mat. Go cs (4 2.4 CEeps bowleof wine for Sigmtr Canin 
Orl, He ;0þ 
Cand. lle rabef] 146.8 goeſo: tiop your abi 


Enter Conſtable and Biimen, | 
Led. How now ? _-. by | 
Bots. Is't Shroue-ruefilay, thac theſe Ghoſts walkes ( 
Mat. What's vous balinefſe; Sir? : - 
Conſe. From the Nuke,: you arc the; man wee Ge, 
Sigxior, | haue Warranithere from abs, Ft ko apprebond 


you ypon felleny OE: to] ;Þ charge you 
rth Dukes naine goe quic 


Mat. Is the windezunsd? yell: ee is Tg, old: Wolfe, 
my Father-in-law: :eckeg WT TTpes Gyn X 
Orla Xe5,or;s., 
So ſhall thy life be A 74 rf juropgt 
Omer,” Tn troth we are ſorry « 
Mat. Rraye ga. mult beg. wi piſh, ir 's bo boihes 
Dice rouing againlt me x Come alike a;Gen- 


ticman, ctr me not be EY Hr Ne Tie 


20 Canſt. if theſe Genonen oe you frall go# along 
with theme 
Omnes. Bec't {c: come. 400-34 Os. 
Confe, VV hat are you, firf 7 rk | 
- Bots«, 1,for [oegunes A Ln fins a po tho the 
Stare 1 has © aſionto calt C accounts: I'm a SO 
Conſt. Your our name is Bore is'tnot? 
Bots. Bots is my name, Bets is knowne to chis Company- 
Conf: Iknow you are,Sir ; what's ſhe 
B:15, A tlewoman, my Motheg«, , 
Conſt I cem both along. | abit 


Sy 5 47 


We 


like. a Pa- 


Bott. Me? Sire, War | n+ w4T, a. % 
\Bilbwer, And Sirrr.” kn 
- Conft. Ihe ſwagger, raiſe the fireet;” 


Bots. G Gentlemen,whither will-you drag v# 
* Lod. RT the n houſe. Barr et© Whencn with you? 
{ Conſt. To Bridewell with em. -- 
Bots. You will anſwer this. | 4 Exemm,” 
Conſt. Better thena challenge, have watrant for my 
worke, fir. DER 1990 
Led. Wee'll coebefores 4 | Exennt. 
Couft. Pray wy 


W ho, Seguicr Candide 2.4 Cittizen'of your PRETH torlorted 
thus, and reuelling'in fuck a houſe ? 
Cand. Why, fir dwkat on F pray? 
 Conſb; Le 
Cond! It fo pthankes.fir': Ti gone: | 
,, Ceuft. What. haue you there. 
" Cand. Lawnes which I bought, fir, of the Gentleman 
that keepes e houſe. 6 ths 
. Confli And Thinuc war yo fatc for ſich tolne 
Ware; thele Hivwries Oe N36, 
(and.. Indeed 1 | © q7 
Conſt. 'So he's the Thiefe; you ihe Receiver rm ſorry for 
this chance, Finaftcommir on 0654? fry FHP | 
Cand.' Me;ſir, for what ? : F 
Conſt. Theſe, Goods: are found vpon you, ad you muſt 
anſwer. - ads 
(nd. +3 ? 
{o»ff. Moſt certaine, - | 7 8p 
Ceod. Ile ſend for Bayle. | OOO : 
- (of. 1 dare not : : yet becanſe you area Cite Vein 
you ſhall not be ma "rm ſtocke, bur without wo, 
paſſe onely with my P 
Cand. To Biidewiitond. :. F: Lo lReg oe 
Conft. No remedy. 2 Ode | 
Cand. Yespuiencebeng aca they badmes ace to. 
roo. 7 
2 Now | 


' The TY) Þ 
Now I'm drawne to Bridewell, louing no” Whores: * 
Conft. You will buy Lawne ?— | at Drone 


Enter 4 dud doore Hipollito; ienithir /Leexico att 
- - - Carolo,Beratdo; Fontinelt. 

Led. Yonder's the Lord Hipelito, by any meanes lcaue 
him and-me together : Now will Iturne him to a Madman. 
Owner. Sauce you,my Lord» | Exenm. 

Lea. Ihaitrange newes to tell Yous 
Hiy. 'W hat arerhey ? 
Loa. Your Mare's Yth pound. 
Hip. How's this? 
Lod. Your Nightingaleis in a Limebuſh, 
Hip. Ha? 
Led. Your Puritanicall Honeſt hore fits in 4 blue gowne. 
Hip. Blue Gowne ! 
Tos She'll chalke out your F Way to "her now : ſhe brats 
Cchalke. 
. Hip, Where, who dares ?, | 
Led. Doe you know the Bricke-houſe of Caſtigation; by 
the Riuer ſide that runnes by*AMilles : the Schoole where 
they pronounce no letter well but OF 
Hip. 1 know it not, | 
L24. Any man that has borne Office of Conſtable, or any 
woman that has falne from a Horſe-load toa Cart-load, or 
likean old Hen that has had none but rotren cgges un her 
neſt, can dire& youto her : there you ſhall ſee your Puncke 
amongſt her back-friends, there you may hane her at your 
will, for there ſhe beates Chalke,or grindes iarhe Millywith 
a hr Hh deedle,deedle, deedle, deedle;ab little monkeys} 4 
Hip. What Rogue durſtferue hat Warren ROWING - 
loued her? - : 
"4 Some Worſhiptull Raſcall,l my life. 1 
ip. Ile beat the Lodgings downed ctheire cares” 


Thats are her Kee 
"Log. So you riding an old houſ@-emcr herhead. 


7p. Neto hes Fn [ths 


5 «lt 


- 


, WW. Wer. roar >; |] 
ic {- dP of * PHP V "Sib % > ee I 
Ile to her, Roed armed Fientls to guard the doores: Ex; 
Zod, Oh me | what Monſters arc-men thadeby whores? 
It this falle fire doe kindle him, there's ene Faggot - 
More to the bonfifg;nbw to. my Bridewell Birds, . 
W hat Song willthey ſing ? 4; F* > © Exit 


Enter Duke, Carolo; Aſtolfo, Bcraldo, Foncinell, tree 
or fonre Maſters of Bridewel: Infzlicc. 


FT, 


Dakg.Your Bridewdlthat the name? for beaury,ftrength, 

Capacity and forme of ancient building, 

(Bcfides the Riuers neighbourhood) few houſes 

W herein we keepe our Court can better it. 

1. Maſter. Hither from forraigneCourts hauc Princes come, 

And with our Duke did Acts of State-Commence, 

Here that great Cardinall had firſt audience, | 

{The graue Clnpajne,)charDuke dead, his Sonne 

(That famous Prince) gaue free poſleſſion | 

Of this his Palace, to the Cittizens, | T1 EE 
-To be the poore mans ware-houſe :;and endowedit | | 
With Lands to'th valew'of ſeuen hundred marke, 
With all the beddingand the furniture, once proper = 
(As the Lands then were) to an Hoſpitall 
Belonging to a Duke of Sawey. Thus: - | LA, 
Fortunecan tofſethe World, a Princes Courr' 
Isthusa priſon now.  ,* ed. #1 Wis 

Deke.: Tis Fortunes ſport : -. 
Thetc changes common are : the. W heele of Fate 
TurnesKingdomes vp, till they fall deſolate. | 
But hoy ace theſe ſcuen hundred Markes by*th yeere 
Implcyde in this your Worke-houſe? | 
I. e Maſter. Warre and Peace . 
Feed both ypan thoſe Lands : when the Iron doores 


Of warres burſt open,fromthis quſe are fent/ | 
Men furniſhtin all MartjallComplement. | -- +... 
| The Moone haththorow her Bow ſcarce drawn to'th head, 
(Liketo twelue liluer Arrowes) all the Moneths, © © 
Since 
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Sine x Gap. Solohernag ent Mars: PITT 
HereProuidence and Charity play ſuch parts, 
The Houſe is like a very Schoole of Arts, 
For when'our Soldiers {like Ships driuen from Sea, 
With ribs all broken,and with tatterd ſides,) 
Caſt anchor here agen, their ragged backes 
How often doe we coucr ? that (like men) 
They may be ſent totheir owne Homes agen» 
All here are but one ſwarme of Bees, and itrwe 
To bring with-wearicd thighs honey tothe Hiue. 
The ſturdy Begger, and the lazy Lowne, 
Gets here hard hands,or lac'd Correction. 
The Vagabond growes ſtayid,and lcarnegto bey, 
The Drone is beaten well, ard fent away 
As other priſong are, (ſome for the Thiefe, 
Some, by which vndone Credit gets reiicfe 
From bridled Debtors; others forthe poore) 
Sothis 1s for the Bawd,the Cogn ues W hore. 
(#r. Anexcellent Teeme of Horles 
I. Mafter. Nor is it ſeene, 
That the whip draws blood here, to coole the Spleene 
Ofany rugged Bencher : nor does offence 
Feele ſmart, or ſpitefull, or raſh cuidence : 
But pregnant teſtimony forth muſt ſtand, 
Ere Iufticeleaue them inthe Beadles hand, 
AsTIron, onthe Anuill are they laid, 
Not totake blowes alone, but to be made 
And faſhioned to ſome Charitable vie. 
Dake. Thus wholſom'ſt Lawes ſpring from the worſt 


abuſe, 
Enter Orlando before Bellafront. 


Bel. Let mercy touch your heart-ſtrings (gracious Lord) 
That it may ſound like muſike in the care 
Of a man deſperate, (being i'th hands of Law.) 

Duke. His name> 


= 


Pwske. For a rob 
Rel. In this-H | 
Dyke, Feech you him hicher— FED, ; 
Is this the Party? *: 15 
Ort. This is the Hen, my ed etagcho Coles (with the 
Lorly combe) your Sonne-in-law would crow ouer, m4 
rrea 
Duke. Are your two Seruants ready ? | 
:  Orl, MyewoPedlers arepack' drogether, my good Lord: 
Dake. Tis well: this day 19 ore 41s ſhallbe ſpent, 
Vice(like a wound launc'd) men niſhmenr. 
Inſs. Let me be gone, my Lord,or id vnſeene ; 
Tis rare when a Iudge ſrikes,and that none dye, 
And 'tis vnfit then, women ſheuld be by. 
I. Maſter. Wee 'll place yow, Lady,in ſfomepriuat roome, \ 
' Jnfe, Pray doc fo. Exit. 
.. Orl, Thus. nice Dames ſweare,it is vnfit their eyes 
Sould view men caru'd vp for Anatomies, 
Yertthey'll ſee all, ſo they may ſtand vnſeene, 
Many women ſure will ſinne behind a Skreene. 


Enter Lodonicos | F) - 

Lod. Your Sonne (the Lord Hipolhto) is entred.. 

- Duke, Tell him we wiſh his preſence. A Wore Storſa: 
On what wings flew he hither? © | © 

Led. Theſe, "told him his Larke whom he loued, was 
a Bridewell Bird, he's mad that this Cage ſhould hold her, 
and is come tolet her our. | 

Dwke, Tis cxcellent;away,goe call him kither: 'Exit.Lod. 


Enter one of the Gonernonrs of the Houſe, Bellafront after him . 
with Matheo, «fter bim the Conſtable. Enter at another © 
doore;Lodouico and Hipollito ; Orlando freps” 
forth and brings in two Pedlere. | 


Duke. You arc tovsa ſtranger (worthy Lord) ' 
'Tis Ranges {ce you here, | 


where is ED & ow'of th 
X Maſterrof Bridierk, 
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. Hy. ® igmolkfir, © hn = 
That where the Sunne goes, Attomer follow it. 
D wks. Atromyes neither thape;nor honour beare* 
Be you yourſelte, a Sunne-beame to ſhinecleare,  * 
1s this the Gentleman? Stand forth & heareyour accuſation. 
. av, Nehearc none: I flic hie in that: rather then Kites 
fall ſeize ypon me, and picke our mineeyes to my face, Ile 
ſtrike my tallons thorow- mine owne keart firſt, and fpit my 
blood 1n theirs 3: Iam here for ſhriuing thoſe two fooles of 
their (infull packe.: whea thoſe: Jack-dawes-hane cawde o- 
ucr me, then malt ery guilty;'or nop-guilty; the'-Law has 
worke enough already, and:thirefore'Ile pur” tio worke of 
mine into his hands, the Hangman ſhallha't firſt;I Eid pluck 
thoſe Ganders,did rob them k| 04%Cþ 4 
Duke. *'Tais well done to@confeſſe;? 11s nh 1 041 j 
Mat. Contcfſe and be: hanged; and\tbett 1Hie Hie, ifralor 
{o ? that for that a gallowes' 1sthe- work-rtb that a "good 
Bowler can meet with: I ſtumbled” againſt Yuch a polf! elſe 
this night I had plaidthe part of a true Sonne/in theiedaies} 
vadone my Father-in-law, with himawad 1 hai raivatien 
frogge, and come ouer:his gold; tho I had broke his hecke 
tort; but the poore'Salinon Trout'is now in the Net, © + * 
Hi, And now the Law. maſt teach/yon roflic hies © + 
AMat..Right,my Lord,and.then may you flic low;no more 
words5aMouſc; Mum, yoware ftep'de jy 35h Vf ASQ 
Bel: Be; good to my;poorechusband;deare my Londs>®. 
Aae, Alc, wi 6 ould thoupray them to: be 'g66t] to 
me; wherjno man here is g0odtoonemercher 27 Et 2 7 
Dake, Did any hand workein thistheft bur yours?! 
Ma. O, yes, my Lord, yes ; the Hangman havh 
one Sonarata births his Childsemalwaics'eome by'conples: 
Tho I cannot giue the old dog,,my Father, a bonet6 gnaw, 
the Daughter {halt bee fare of 2Choke-peare. =Yes, my 
Lord, there was one.morethat fiddted my: fine Pedlers, and 
that was my wife. : ELOASS bad) 
Bet. Alas, 1? .n*1.2 $54 «C44. $126 [0-4 
Orl.O cucrlafting, Tupernarurill ſuperlative Vullaine {© 
21 K Omni. 
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Omer. Your wife, Mathes ? 
- Hip. Sure itcannort be. 
Hat. Oh,Sir, youlouc no! quarters of Mutton that hang 
yp, youloue none but whole Mutton; ſhe ſet the robbery, [ 
pertorm'd it;ſhe ſpur'd me on,l gallop'd away. 
- Orl. My Lords. | 
Beh. My Lords,(fellow giue me ſpeach) if my poore life 
may raniome thine, I yeeidit to the Law, 
Thou hurct' rhy-ſoule (yer wipeſt off no offence) 
By:caiting blots vpon-my Innocence : 
Let not thele iparc megbur tell cruth :nog{ce 
W holips his nccke out of the miſery, 
Thonor out 6f the miſchictezlet thy. Seruanc 
That ſharcd in this baſe AR, accuſe me here, 
Why ſhould my Husband perith,he goe cleare ? 
'»Orl;; A god Child, hang thine owne Father. | 
_ - Daks. Old fellow, was thy hand'in too? 
. * Orl. My hand was in the Pye;my Lord, I confefſe it : my 
Mikrs,t ſee will bring meto the Gallowes,and ſo leane me; 
Henotleave ber fo: Lhad:rather hang-ina womans com- 
Palygthern inamansbecautc if weſhould goto hell together, 
1 ſhould fearce be letten-in, for all the Deuils are afraid to 
haucany women come: ampngtt themas Lam true Thiefe, 
He neither conſented to this {cilony, nor knew of it- 
Dake. W hat fury promptsthreonrokill thy wife > 
 Maiike vmy humor, Sir, 'tis'afoolkſh Bag-pipe: that I 
make.myiſelfe merry with : why ſhould I cate hempe-ſeed 
at the Hangmans+4hertcenc=pence halfe-penny Ordinary, 
; and hanethus whorelaugh ate as'1 (wing,as Itotter? 
ne ang hoes TRI (Iþ 1.4 OEM » x 
(41, Allxe-penny:MurwonPaſty;for any to cutivpe.: / © 
Ort. Ah, Toad, Fad, Toad-- vt | of '"K 4 1.4© 
Mat. A Barbers Citterne for: eycry Seruingman to play 
ypon, that Lord, your Sonne, knowes it.. YI 1194 
He. 1,fir, am I her Bawd then! | 
Ae. No,fir, but ſhe's your Whore then, * | 
Orl. Yea Spider, doeſt catch at great Flies 2 
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The Home whore >; 
Hy. My Whore? : Bs 21.5,,1127 425P Wart 
Mat. Leannot talke, fir, and tell of your Remi, and your 

recs, and 'your whirligigs, and denfces': but, my Lord, I 

found em like Sparroiyes in one neſt,” billing t6gerher, \and 

bulling of me, I tooke em in bed; was ready to kill him was 
vp tO ftab her—- _ | 
Hip. Cloze thy ranke Iawes:pardon mc,1 am vexedy 

Thou arta Yillaine, a malicious Deufll; 

Dcepe as the place where thou artoſt, thou lyeft, 

Sinccl am thus far got mto this ſtorme, 

Ile thorow,and thou ſhalt ſee Ile thorow vatoneht, - 

When thou ſhalt periſh in it. YT 

Enter Infzlicc. 

Infe. "Tis my cue WAVES 

To enter|now: rocme,let my Prize be plaid, 

I ha lurk?d jn Cloudes, yet heard whar all haue faid, 

W hat Iury more can prouc, the has wrong d my bed, _ 

Then her owne husband, ſhe muſt be puntthed; © *! , * 

F464 I challenge Law, my Lord, Letters,and Gold,and Iewels 

ns From my Lord that woman tooke. ' - $- gl 

1081. Hip. Againſt that blacke- mouthed Deaill; againſt Letters, 

| and Gold, mes ; | "97 IN 

| And again{t a icalous Wife Tdoe'yphold, 

Thus tarre her reputation, Tconld ſooner 

Shake the Apperune, and Frumble Rockestoduft, '- -| 

Then (tho Jowes [Edwre rayngd downe)tempr her to luft, | 
Bel. What ſhall Iſay? © © © 

| '* Hee diſconers bi ſelfe. | 
Orl. Say thou art not a W hore, and that's more then 

Eftcenc women (a:;nongt five himdred) dare fweare with- 

out lying: this ſhalt thon fay, no ſet mee fay't For thee z'thy 

Husband's a Knaue, this Lord's arfrorieft Many thou arrno 

Puncke this Tadf'sa right Lady. Pacherois aThiete is his 

Malter is, but oid Orlandgs as true 2man as thy Father is : 

I ha ſeene you flic hie,Gr,& ] ha ſeene yorrflic low,{rt,and to 

keepe you from the Gaflowes, fir, a blue Coar hate worne, 

and a Thicfe did I turtie, mine owne men are the Pedlers,my 
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twenty fic hie, lie, your wincs Gowne did flie 
. 10%, fre whirhet flie you now, fir? you" ha ſea theGal. 
|; lowes, tothe youflie next; fir. Am1 right, my Licge? 


Dake. Your Father has the true Phiſicion plaid. 
Mat. And I am-now his Patient.. * : 
' Hyg. Andbeſo ſtill, 'tisa good figne when our cheekes 
\bluſh, ac. ill 
« Conſt. The Linnen Draper ( Signior E andias ) 
He whom the Citty tearmes the Patient man, 
-Is likewiſe here for buying of thoſe Lawnes. 
The Pedlerslolt, 4 
Infe. Alas good (andids, Exit. Conflable, 
Dwke. Fetch him : and when theſe payments vp are calt, 
Weighout your light Gold, butlet's hauc them! att, 


Enter Candido, and C onſtable. 


Dwke. In Bridewell, Candide? | 
.Cand,r cs, my good Lord. 
Duke. .W hat make you here >: 
;. (and; My Lord, what make you here? 
Duke. I m here to ſaue ng to driue wfotig hence; 
(and. And I to beare wrongrhere with PaIeNees 
Dake, You ha bought ftglac Goods. 


Cand. Sothey Fe: ſayp ey Lord. 2 2 "i 5 
Tet boaght 1 them vpona Gentlemans wotht;;" 
AndI magitieno\v, as 7 Þ! G64 then; [i 


That there be Theeues, but no Thecues Gentlemen, 
Hip. Your Credit's crack'd being here. | 
Card. No mort then Gold "STE 
Being crack*d which,does his eſtimation hold. | 
1 was in Bedlam once, but was 1 mad? 
They made me pledge Whores healths -bue am I bad,- 


Becauſe I'm with bad people? | 
Duke, Well, ftand dl a 
If you take Wroug, Wee cure the' injuery. 


KS 


£nter Conſtable, after thew Bots, «/ter him twa Regdler, 
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with Heme, the other with « 

Duke. Stay;ſtay, what's he? a priſoncr? - 

{onft. Yes, my Lord. lf [rank 

Hip. He ſeemes aSoldier ? | 

Bors. Iam what Ileeme,Sir,one of Fortanes Baſtards, e 
Soldicr, and a Gentleman, ,and am brought in here with 
Maſter Conſtables band of Bilmen, becauſe they face mec 
downe that Ile (like thoſe that keepe Bowling-alleyes) 
by the.{innes of the people, in being a $quirc of the body: 

Hip. Oh, an Applc-{quire. 

Bots, Yes,lir, that degrec of ſcuruy Squiers, and that Tam 
maintained by the beſt part thar is commonly ina woman 
by the worlt players of thoſe parts, but 1 am knowne to all 
this companys. |: | 77 | | Gp fuk 

Led, My Lord, tis trac, we all know him, tis. Lieutenant 
Bots. 

Dake. Bots, and where ha you ſerued, Bots ? j 

Boers. In molt of your hotteſt Seruices in-the Low-coun- 
tries: at the Groyne I was wounded in this thigh, and halted 
vpon'r, but 'tis, now ſound, In Cleveland I mift bur little, 
hauing the bridge of my noſe broken downe with' two 
great (tones, as I was ſcaling a Fort : 1 ha deecne tryed, Sir, 
t00,1n Gelderlexd,and ſcap' hardly there from being blown 
vp ata Breach: I was fired, and lay ith Surgeons hands 
for't, till the fall of the Icafe following. 

Hep. All this may be, and yet you no Soldicr. 

Bots, NoSoldier, fir > I hope theſe are Seruicesthat your 
prondeſt Comannders doe venture vpon, and. ncucr come . 
off ſometimes | | 

Dmkg. Well,fir, becauſe youſay you are a Solder, 
lle vſe you like a Gentleman: make;roome there, 

Plant himamongſtyon, we ſhall hane anon - _. 

Strange Hawkesdlig here before ys; if none light 07 you, 

You ſal with freedome take your flight ; AA 
K 3 


em nn ee EET TP” I ET 


"2. irin f anfiohs > 


But if yon'prove a Bird of baſer wing, wn RT 
| Weel vie you like ſuch Birds, here you ſhall ſing. 

| Bots. 1 wiſhto be tricdar no other weapons. 

Dwke. W hy,is he furnitht with thoſe in p.yments? : h 
1. Maſer, The Pander 15 more dangerous toa dtatey”s » 
Then is the common Thicfc,and tho. ourlawes 0, 
Lie heauicr on the T hiefe, yet that the Pandce | 
May know the Hangmans rutte ſhould fit:him top, 
Therctore he's ſet to beat Hempe. | 
Phe. This does fauour 
Of lultice, baſcit Slaues to bafeit labour. 
Now pray, ſet op<n Heil, and let ys {ce 
The Shee-Deuils that are hcre, 
Isfs. Mc thinkes this place 
Should make cuen Las honeſt, 
1. Maſter. Some it turnes good, 
But (as ſome. men whoſe hands are once in blood, 
Doe ina pride {pill more) ſo, ſome going hence , 
Are (by being here)loſtin morcumpudence: 
Let it not to them (whenthey come) appeare, 
That any one does as their Judge fit here : 
But that as Gentlemen you comets ſec, 

And then perhaps their tongues will walke more free. 
Dake. Let them be marſhall'd in; be couerd all, 
Fellowes,now to make the Sceane more Comicall. 

Car. Will not you be ſmelt our, Bory. | 
Betz, No, your braueſt whores haue the worſt noſes, 


a4 & 


Enter two of the Maſters: a (onfiable afurr them,then Dorathea 
Targct, brave, after her two Beadle, th onewith 4 
wheels, the other with a'blur Gowne. © 


Lod. Are not you a Bride, forſooth ? 
Dor. Say yee? | | 
Car, He wud know if theſe be not your Bridemen. © 
| Dor. Vuh, yes,far zaud looke yee; doe:you ſee the Bride- 
laces thatI gincat my wedding, will ſerue to tyo Roſemary 
ro 
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to both your Coifins when you-come from-hatging=SeabF 
Orl. Fic, Puncke, ficy fic,fic. 3 SHE 420 
l wo Our youſtate {tinking head of Garlicke, foh, at my 
cc E$ \ 
Orl, My head's clouen. 
Hep. O,tct the Gentlewoman alone, ſhe's going to (hrift. 
Aſt. Nay todoe penance; | ah 
Car, 1,}, goe Puncke, goetothe Crofle and be whipt- 
Dor. Mary mew, mary mufte, mary hang you goodiman 
Dog : whipt? doe-yeetake me fora baſe Spittle whore ?-un 
troth Gentlemen, you weare rhecloathes of Gentlemen, bur 
you carry npt the mindesof Gentlemen, ro abute a Gentle» 
woman of my faſhion, 
Lod. Faſhion? pox a your faſhions, art not a whore ? 
Dor. CGoodiran Slaue. 
Dake. O fie, abuſe her not, let vs two talke, 
W hat mought [call your name,pray & --- | 
Cor. 'mnot aſhamed of my name, Sir, my name is Multris 
Doll Target, a Weſterne Gentle womans 
Load. Her Target againſt any Pike in Afeblev. 
Dxke. W hy 1s this whede borac after her ? 
1. Maſter. She muſt ſpinne- 
Der. A coorſe thred it ſhall be, as all threds are, 
Aft. If you ſpin,then you'il earne money here too ? 
Dor. 1 had rather get halfe a Crowne abroad , thea teu 
Crownes here. 
O-l. Abroad? I thinke ſo. 
Inſe. Docit thou not weepe now thou art here ? | 
Der, Say yee? weepe? yes foglooth, as you did when 


you loſt your Maidenhead : doe you not heare how I raepe 
Pigis 


Lod. Farewell Dof. 
Dor. Farewell [Dog Exit 
Duke. Paſt ſhame: paſt penitence,why is that blue Gowne- 
1. Mafer-Being firiptout of her wanton loole attire, 
That'Garment thepurs on, baſctothe cye, 
Opely ro clouth her in khunality. _ . - - a, Sr 
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Pate, Arcall the reſt like this? 


1. Maſter. No, my good Lerd. »;Þ trade, 
You ſee, this Drab ſwells with a wantonreyne, Lieute! 
The next'that enters has a different ſtraine. | _ 1M 

Duke. Variety is good,let's fee the reſt, » '- Exit Aaftor, ue Hi 
B-cs, Your Grace ſecs I'm ſound yet, & no Bullets hit me, wiſe,fe 
Dak-. Come off (o, and 'tis well, Pen, 
Omnres. Here's the ſecond Mcfle. Yule l 
king D 
Enter the two Maſters , after theas the Conflable, after bin Rogue 
Penelope W hore-hound,lkg 4 Citizens mite after ber twe nv 
Beadles, one-with a blue Gawne, another with | ' D#k 
Chalke and a Malt. IN 
Pen, Tha wore many a coftly-Gowne, but I was neucr worle 
7 ovarded with bluc Coats, and Beadlcs, and Conſtables, "gt 
an | | | I. 
(ar. Alas faire Miſtris, ſpoyle not thus your eyes. And t 
Pex. Oh ſweet (ir, I feate the ſpoyling of other. places a- , wept 
bout me that are dearcr then my eyes; if you be Gentlemen, On 
if you be men, or euer came of a woman, pitty my caſc,itaud Bo! 
to me,ſticke to me,good. fir,you arcan old man. Who 
Orl. Hang not on me, I prethee, old Trees beare no ſuch Du 
fruit, 1.) 
Pex. Will you bayle me,Gentlemen? | To he 
Led. Baylc thee, art in for debt? In gaz 
Per. No —is my Indgefir, I am in for na debts, I payd Glue 
my Taylor for this Gowne, the laſt fiue fillings a weeke In W 
that was bchind, yeſtcrday. Colo 
Duke. W hat is your name, I pray? | Toca 
Pen, Penelope Whore-bonnd, 1 come of the Where-bomnde. Draw 
How docs Licutcnant Boers, : And! 
Omnes. Ala Bots. | aa | Nor 
Bots. A very honeſt woman,as I m a Soldier,a pox.Bots ye. Many 
Pen. Iwas neuer inthis pickle before, and yet zf I. goe a- Ot 
monglſt Citizens wiucs, they iecre-at mc: if I goe among I. 
, the Looſe-bodicd Gownes, they cry a pox on.me, F- O 


gc ciuilly attyred ,, and fweare thei trade poly. 6: 296 
trade 


giuc her the biu&Go 
wifc,for your bread, away. 


Pen, Out you Dog, a pox on you all, women are borne to 


trade,till ach as 1 am tooke it out of their hands : good 
Lieutenant Bots, ſpeake tortheſe Cap taines to bayle me. © 
1.Mafter.Begging for bayle ſtill?you are a trim goſlip, goe 
nes ſet herto her chare, worke huſ- 


euſerhee, bur I ſhall live to ſee twenty ſuch flat-caps tha» 


king Dice fora p 


, Rogue. 
Onnetse. 


Ha, ha, ha, | 


enny-worth of Pippins: out, you blue-eyed 


' Dake. Euen now-he wept,and praid,now does ſhe curlc? 
1. Mafer. Seeing me: 1f Rill ſhe had ſaid, this had beene 


r worie. 


Hy. Was 


ſhe cuer here before > 
1. Maſter. Fine times at leaſt, | Lt 
And thus if men come to her,! have her eyes wrung, and 
' wept out her bayle. 
Omnes. Bots, you Know her ? 
Bots. Is there an 
Whore, and is hea 


Gentleman here, thar knowes nota 


Ire the worle for that ? 


Dake. Is the a Citty-dame, ſhe's fo attyred ? 
1.Maſfter. No,my good Lord, that's oneiy but the vaile 
To her locſe body, I haue feene her here 
In gayer Masking Svits, as ſcucrall Sawces 
Glue one Diſh ſeuerall Taſtes, ſo change of Habits 
In Whores is a bewitching Art: today ſhe'sall in + 
Colours to beſot Gallants, then in modeſt blacke, 
Tocatch the Cittizen, and this from their Examinations 
Drawne, row ſhall you ſee a Monſter both in ſhape 
And nature quite from theſe, that ſheds no teare, 
Nor yet is nice, 'tis a plaine ramping Beare, 
Many ſuch Whales are caſt yponthis Shore, 
Omnes. Let's ſee her. 
I.Mafer. Then behold a ſwaggering Whore. Exe 
Orl. Keep your grownd, Bo: 7. 
Bots. I doe but trauerſe to ſpy aduantage how to arme 


ay (elf. 


_ The Honeſt Whore, 


Enter the two Maſters firſt, cher them the C onſable after them i 


” 


Beadle beating a Baſrn, then Catyryna Bountinall, with d: 
AMitris Aorfleach, after them MAY Th Beaal: mba 

bins bead eaaracd withjellow, | k! 

Cat, Sirra, when Icry hold your-hands, hold, you Rog D 


Calf, hold : Bawd] are the Ercnch Chiblaines in 
hecles,that you can come no faſter? are not you (B; nd) 2 
W hores Aricient, and muſt not I follow my! Colours? 
Horf. O Miſtris Katherme, you doe me yorong to accu: 
mee here as you doe, before the right Worihip pfull: Ic 
knowne for 1 motherly honeſt woman,and no Baud, 

Cat. Mary foh, honeſt ? |burnt at fourteene, { {CUCN time; 
whipr, ſixe times cartcd, nine tinies duck'd , Tearch'd|by 
ſome hundreds and titry Conſtables, and yet you are honeſ 
Hone(t Miltris Horfleach,is this World, a World to keeve 

Bawds and \ horcs honeſt ?- How many times haſt thor 
giaen Gentlemen a quart of wine in a gallon /por ? how M2: 
ny twelue-penny Fees, nay/two ſh illings Fees, nay, whe: ] 
any Embafſadours ha beene here, how many halfe crolrn 
Fees haſt thontaken? how many Carriers haſt thou bribcd 
tor Country W enches? how often haue I rinſt yourlyngs ] 
In equa uite,and yet you are honeſt ? "it 

Duke, And what were you the whileſt ? 
Cat. Mary hang you, Maſter Slaue, who made yob at 

| 
| 
| 


examiner ? 

Lod. Weill ſaid, pilike this Deuill ſpares no mans 

Cat. What art thou prethee ? 

Bots, Nay what art thou prethee ? 

Cat, A Whore, art thou a Thiefe? | 

Bots. A Thicte, no-I defie the calling, Tam a Soldier | 
haue borne Armes in the Field, beene in many a hot Sky: | 
miſh,yet come of found. 

Cat. Sound w ith a pox to; yee, yee abominable Roge 
you a Soldier ? you in Skirmiſhes 7 where ? amongſt part! 
pots in a Bawdy-houſe? Lopke, looke here, you x Madam 
Woſme 
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Wormeaten, doe not you know him? -*+ 

Her/. Lieutenant Bots, where haue yee beenethis many a 
day ? 

Bots. Old Bawd, doe not diſcredit me, ſeeme not to, 
know ME. 

Horſ. Not to know yec, Maſter Bets? as long as I haue 

breath, I cannot forget thy ſweet face. 
Dake. Why, doe you know him? he faics he is aSol- 
dicr. 

Cat. He a Soldier? a Pander, a Dog thar will licke vp ſize 
pence:dorc yee heare, you Malter Swines ſnout, how long 1s't 
t1ce you held the doore for me, and cried too't agen, no 
body comes, yee.Rogue you? 

Omnes. Ha, ha,ha, y'are ſmelt out agen, Bots. 

Bots. Pox ruyne her note fort; and I'be-nor rcuenged for 
th1S —ym yce Bitch. ? | 

Loa. Dec yee heare yee, Madam? why docs your Ladiſhip 
ſwagacr thus? are very braue,methinkes. [| 

Cai. Not at your coſt, Maſter Cods-head, 

Is any man here blearc-cycd to ice me biaue ? 
eAjt. Ycs, lam, 

Becauſe good Cloathes vpon a W hores.backe 

I; like faire painting vpona rotten wall. 

Cat. Mary mbffe Maſter W horemalter, you come|vpon 
me with {entences. | 

Ber. By this light has ſmall ſence for't. 
Lod. O fie, fie, doe not vex her. 
And yet methinkes a creature of, more ſcuruy cAditions 
Should not know what a good Petticoate Were. 
Cat. Mary come out, 
Yeare {o buſie about my Petticoate, youll creepe vp to my 
placket, and yee cood but attaine the honour, bur and the 
ourfides offend your Roguethips, looke othe lining, "tis 
Slikes /4| 
Dwke. 1stSilke” tis lined with then ? oh 
Cat. Silke? 1 Silke, Maſter Slaue, yourwud bee gtad rs 
wipe your noſe with the $kirt ot; this 'tis to come Ar 
T. 2 mA 
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Wot: 
| 


mong  egmpany of Cods-heads that know not how to vſe 
a Gentlewomane | | 
Dake, Tell her the Duke is here. | 
I. after. Be modeſt, Kate, the Duke is here. 
(at. If the Dcuill were here, I care not: ſet forward, yee 
Rogues, and giue attendance according. to-your places, let 
Bawds and Whores be fad, for Ile ſing and the Deuill were 
a dying. Excunt. 
Dske. W hy before herdoes the Baſon ring ? 
1. Maſter, It 1s an emblem of their: renelling, 
The whips we vie lets. forth their wanton blood, 
Making them calme, and more to calme their pride, 
'In ſtead of Coaches they in Carts doe ride. 
Will your Grace ſee more of this ba&'Ware ? - LPN 
Dake. No, ſhut vp ſhop; wee'll novy ureake vp the faire, 
Yet ere we part— ycu,(ir,.that take vpon yee 
The name of Soldter, that trne name of worth, 
W hich,aRion not. vaine boalting beſt ſets forth, 
Tolet you know How farre a Soldicrs name 
Stands from yourtit!- and to ler you ſee, 
' Soldiers muſt not be wrong'd where Princes be 4 
This bee your ſentence.. ' || . 
 Ommes.,. Defend'your ſelfe, Bots. | 
D»ke. Firſt, all the priuat ſufferance that the houſe = 
Inflits vpon Offenders, you (as the baſcſt) 
Shall vndergoe it double, after which 
You ſhall bee whipr, fir, round about the Citty, 
Then baniſht from the Land, | ox | 
Bots. Brſcech your Grace. . | 
Deg. Away with him, ſee it done, Panders: and hore? 
Are Ci agnes) We being kepr aline, + k 
Notthung that lookes like-go0odnes erecan thriuc. . 
Now good Orlands,what fay you to your bad Sonne-in-lawt? 
Orl. Mary this, my Lord, he is|my. Sonne-in-law, and in 
daw will I be his Father: for if law can pepper, him, he ſhall 
beſo parboild, that he ſhall ſtiake/no more. 7th nole_of the. 
Common-wealthe. | B14 4M 
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" Bel. Bo yet more Kinde and mercifull, good Fathers - -- 

Orl. Doelt thou beg for him, thou precious mans meat, 
thou? has he not beaten thee, kickt. thee, trod on thee, and 
docſt thou fawne on him like his Spanniell ? has heenor 
pawnd thee to thy Petticoate, ſold thee tothy ſmock, made 
yee leape at a cruſt, yet woodlt haue.me faue him ? 

Bel.. Oh yes, good fir, women ſhall learne of me, 

To loye their husbands in greateſt miſery, 
Then ſhew him pitty, or you wracke my ſelfe, 

Orl. Haue yeecaten Pigeons that y'are ſo kinde-hearted 
to. your Mate? Nay, y'are a couple of wilde Beares, Ile 
haue yee both baited at one ſtake: but as for this Knaue, the 
Gallowes is thy due, and the Gallowes.thou ſhalt haue, Ile 


. have tuſtice of the Duke, the Law ſhall haue thy life, what, 


docetlt thou hold him?let goe his hand:if thou doeſt not for- | 
ſake him, a Fathers cuerlaſting bleſſing fall vpon both your 
licads: away, goe, Kiſſe our of my fight, play thou the 
Whoreno more, nor thou the Thiefe agen, my houſe ſhall 
be thine, my. meate ſhall be thine, and ſo ſhall my wine, but 
my money ſhall bee mine, and yer when I dic,(1o thou doelk 
not flie hie) take all, yet good Matheo, mend. 
Thus for ioy weepes Orlando, and doth end. 

Dwke. Then heare, Matheo: all your woes arc ſtayed 
By your good Father-in-law:all your Ills 
Are cleare purged from you by his working pills. 
Come Signior { andide, theſe greene yong wits 
(We v0 Circumſtance) this plot hath laid, 
Still to prouoke thy patience, which they finde 
A wall of Brafſe, no Armour's like the minde ; 
Thou haſt taught the Citty patience, now our Court 
Shall be thy Spheare, where from thy good reporr, , 
Rumours this truth vnto the. world ſhal ſing, 


AFPaticat man's aPatterne fora King: Enennte. 
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